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JUST AS THE STABLE-CLOCK STRUCK THE HOUR OF MIDNIGHT, A FIGURE ROSE, AND STOOD AT MY SIDE. 


THE D fair face ad sho walked forward | and who will spend most of hie time In golog 
THE MISTRESS OF THE MANOR. agalo stopped at a smal! rus- about Manning up musty and dim-coloured 
mee og 8 poy aeey stream. ” | volumes, for Mr. gs ways aa is — learned, 
8 day, e Manor House, t and, of course, one knows what that means! 
® [A NOVELETTE.] i@ Raymond's ancestors, was look- | Ah, me! Sooner than m wach @ man I 
i best, and richly deserved al! the encomi- | will relinquish all this, thongh {> would be a 
lavished upon it by strangers. | bitter pang to do so, "tls true. But still, [ 
OHAPTER I. ‘acing the girl, as she stood now leaning | am fally determined that I will marry no man 

is the rails of the amall rustic bridge, was | unless I love him first !”’ 

"48D Tam mistress and owner of all this!” grey old mansion, with Its battlemented| A faint throb stole over the girl's fair ‘ace 
‘exclaimed Maude walls and mullioned casements, while to the | while a soft look flashed Into ber large, dark 
right and left stretched a smooth, grassy lawn, | oyea. 
and bright, many-hued flower- beds. | “So Lester Frere (how Ido hate the name!) 

“A splendid place, certainly ; and how happy | may just live bere by himself, and study bis 
T could be here! Bat then—why did poor dear | ead-coloured volames in peace, and free from all 
pope add that terrible condition? Lester Frere | | interruption, as far as Iam concerned. Marry a 

ah! how I hate the sound of those two words man who pretends to love me, while all the time 
veverabl siready! And what would {t be to hear them | it is my estate and wealth that usurp bis real 
” a bet old pile—my ancestral home—with | repeated day after day, till goodness knows when! | affections! No, never! So let Lester Frere 
ih ith t pride alone? I can imagine regarding And then the man himself! Some small | clalm the Manor Houee as bls own, and I—! will 
as ae ee eaes ta my heart, but [ | wiz med- creature, I have no doubt, who | be content with the small fucome which will 

The glel ere | congratulates himself upon having #o easily ae- | still remain to me. Bat I am forgetting poor 

girl shivered, while » look of disgust arose | cured one of Eagiand’s fairest ancestral domains ; | doar Ellle all this time, I should think she 
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muab want some tes after her long ch:.t with Mrs, 
Daat, I will return at once.” 

So saying, Maude Raymond drew hereelf up 
and turned away towards the distant grey pile, 
across the emall bridge, and on past flower-beds, 
bright with scarlet geranlams and golden calceo- 
laria, and so up to the stone steps leading to the 
hall door, 

Just within the spacious stone entrance the 
girl was met by a !ady—an elderly person, with 
sweet face and pretty brown hair just streaked 


with > 

“ty dear Maude! I sm glad you are re- 
turned from your ramble of {nepection, for I 
was just gettiog rather nervous respecting you.” 

“*Nervous, Hille, dear! Why you u nob 
fear for me, surely, in the broad daylight!” 
replied the gir!, laughing: and then, etealing 
one hand her companion’s arm, she 
tarned, and with her euterad a room upon the 
left. 

“Bat Maude, dear! Mrs. Dent has been 
telling me that there is a large party of gipsies 
eneamped near here, and I thought that perhapa 


“ Might have allowed some of them to cross 


“ Ah, here comes tea. Now, Mrs. Dant, for 
the tale! . Ellie, dear, are you all attention!” 

"Yes, dear; but I wish you would not compel 
Mrs, Dent to talk upon a subject to which she is 
most averse,” gently replied Mrs, Eille. 

‘*Mre. Dent, pleage begin; and Eiile, don’t 
think me very naughty ; but I must hear the 
tale,” remarked the girl, as she seated herze!f in 
a Jow chair to the left of the open French window. 

* Well, Miss Maude, if you will hear the tale 
I suppose I mast obey, though I wieh you had 
asked me before now. It is growing quite dusk 
in here,” 

"Ab, that Is because there are eo many 
creepers round the window, Mra, Dent,” came 
the answer, as Maude Raymond drew her chair a 
little nearer the ho b 

‘« Well, Miss Maude, ft must be about a hun- 
dred years ago now that a Master Raymond 
brought home his fair bride, the beautiful and 
wioning Mistrese Maude, and just a year later a 
daughter was born to them, and then there were 
rejoicings indeed ; for there had not been auch 
an event in the family for at least two genera- 
tions. Well, Master and Mistress Raymond were 
very prond of the pretty, dark-eyed little girl. 





my palm with silver for the eake of hearing more | 
about Les——, my unseen and unknown fatare | 
husband, eh, Ellis? Coafess, now, that your | 
Salling than any peremoal berm that could befal | 
apy personal harm that con 
that wandering tribe 1” 
Mrs, Eilis smiled gently a» she returne:! the 
rad ad look ; but she shock her head 
ONG, Maude. I was not at all alarmed about 
your having your fortune told; but ons hears 
and reads such things nowadays, and you see, 
my oe A jewellery might alone prove a 
ta 


temp 
“Ab! I shouldn't like to icse my watch, 
. It was as present from my dear 
mamma |” 

The girl sighed, while a grave look stole over 
her face as she uttered the sacred name, 
bat the aad thoughts fied quickiy at the sound of 
euother voice, 

** Will Mise — 
in here, or shall 

“In here, by all means, Mrs. Dent. And, 
please, let ib be brought up at once, for I am 

ty.” 


very t 

The ataid housekeeper smfled as she tarned 
away, ay gave her orders to the maid, standing 
behin 


‘‘And Mra, Dent, [am going to ask you to 
preside; and while we drink our tea, I. want 
you to tell me all you can about the Manor 
House, I think I onve heard that it was 
haunted.” 

“Oh, Miss Mande! Who can have told you 
anythiog about it?” asked Mrs. Dent, in great 
consternatior. 

The girl laughed merrily, as she noted the 
frightened expression on the housekeeper’s 
countenance, 

“Why, surely, Mre, Dent, there fs no great 

fo my knowlng about this wonderful 
apparition, that ts supposed, at certain periods, 
to vielt here!” she asked, 

“Your dear mamma, Miss Maude, was moat 
careful thab no mention of the ghost should be 
raade in your presence, when she was alive, and 
: bad hoped that you had heard nothing abont 
it.” 


“Really, this ts getting quite interesting!” 
exclaimed the girl, in light, mocking tones, 

Then added in mock gravity,— 

“But Mre, Dent, you have never seen this 
ghost, have you }” 

"I would rather not say, Miss Maude,” replied 
the houzekeeper, fn low, awe-struck tones; and 
she glanced round the room timidly, 

“* Maude, dear, let us have our tea and do not 
trouble further respecting an idle ramour, OL, 
course you know so well that there are no such 
things as——” 

*But I do not know ft, Ellie; and Iam going 
to get rene Dent to relate al! shecan about this 
supernatural personage,’ interrapted the youn 
girl, then added, — my 


ond like to have tea brought 


os 





Time went on, and the little Miss Maude—— 

“My name!" exclaimed the young girl. 

** Yes, Vi iss Maude, aad you are the very image 
of the picture of this Mics Maude Raymond, The 
some dark eyes, the same brown hair, all wavy, 
the same—yes, the same beautifal face, The 
little Miss Mande grew up to be a most beantifal 
lady, and was much admired and loved by ail 
who knew her. And after a time she had many 
suitors—some rich and of high birth, the chfof of 
whom was a certain Lord Staines; others poorer 
and of humbler origin, Bat to all the beautiful 
young lady spoke kindly, and treated all 
graciously: bub when they spoke of love to 
her she tarned away and shook het head eadly, 
She was sorry to paln them; but she could not 
love them, 

*So time went or. Master and Mistress Ray- 
mond interfered not openly with thelr daughter's 
suitors, but secretly they favoured my Lord 
Staines, It was the eve of Miss Mande’s eight- 
eenth birthday, and on the morrow there was to 
be great rejoicings held fa honour of the event, 
Numberless were the Invitations sent forth for 
the great ball that was to be held In the evening 
and all were accepted. And among the numerous 
guests came a young man—uninvited, ft fs 
true; but he had heard so much of Miss 
Maude’s beauty that he wae determined to 
view {t for himself, So he stole into the spacious 
and crowded ballroom unnoticed by nearly all. 
Now !t 20 happened that he was fortanate enough 
to render Misa Maude some slight service duriog 
the course of the evening, and ahe——- Well, ip 
was a case of love at first sight! They danced 
several times together, learnt all about each 
other, and then (very unwleely, Ib seems to me) 
Miss Maude promised to meet him again the fol- 
lowing day, down by the Mttle rustic bridge in 
the beech-grove. 

“Very unwise of her, Bat then she had 
always been allowed her own way, and she was 
daily growing so tired and weary of my Lord 
Staines and her other numerous suitors, And— 
strongest reason of all—she already loved this 
stranger youth! So they mes the following eve 
at sunsét, while her mother reclinsd In the 
amber drawing-room, and her father sat with his 

ts over their wine. 

“Meeting followed meeting, till at last the 
young Cilnton averred his Intention of claiming 
her openly from her proud father. He did so, 
But his sult was refaeed with cold and harsh 
words, and he himeelf forbidden the Manor 
House, And day Lord Staines redoubled 
hie atteations, and was recelved with more and 
more favour by both Master and Mistress Ray- 
mond, And poor Mise Mande! She came forth 
from this very room, where her father had sum- 
moned her, to tell her hie dectal aad, 
and Seer ey. and she continued to be, notwith- 
standing all the galety and merriment around 
her. The summer passed away, leaving her wan 
and dejected, Autumn was drawing nigh, when, 
one evening, at Miss Maude was stealing ont 
alone, to vielb the spot where she had so often 


to them, 

ial tally Vabatend hor fortner bright tect 
OOKS an 
cheerfal ways, And Master and Mistress “ 
mond were happy again, while Lord Staines 
took advantage and spoke again of his love, By; 
a a ~~ him by casting upon 
m cold and con! uous glances, aud the 
feft tin cadtenly. P 
** Another week passed a and then, ong 
bright October night, Miss diamissed her 
maid earlier than was her wont, and speedily sep 
to work to collect all her jewels and other 
valuables, Aun hour or so later, when al! the 
household slept, she —_ throwing s dark 
and hooded around her, and taking in her 
bag containing her 7 she 


awhile, and glanced 


her young mistress rose, her empty cup 
on table and quietly remarked, as she re. 
sumed her seat,— 

.** Please continue, Mra, Dent,” 

“Yes. Into this very room Miss Maude 
walked, and crossed it in the fall light of the 
moonbeams shining in throvgh the window, 
stopped there by the fireplace, One backward 
glance, to see if me was following her, ani 
then pressing a knob a flew back, sud 
a secret staircase was Down this Mix 
Maude descended, carefully closing the panel after 


her. 

"At the foot of the stone staircase she was 
met by her lover, who d with her slong 
the subterranean passage till they both emerged 
once again into the moonlight just below the 
little bridge tn the beech-grove; then guickly 
slong under the leafless trees to the 
in waiting for them at the further end of the 
grove, All seamed prospering, when bwo figures 
suddenly emerged from some holly-bushes nesr 
by. Her father’s hands tore Miss Maude from 
her lover’s grasp, and she was borne guick)y 
away, calllag upon her lover to save her as she 
went. Then, ax she wax being borne guickly 
away, ® shop rang out on the clear frosty night, 
and sfmultameously arose a shriek from the 
poor young lady’s lips as she guessed the sad 
result, 

" For weeks she lay unconscious of all around 
her. And when, later on, consciousness re- 
turned to her, {t was but the wreck of the once 
beautiful girl that Master and Mistress Raymond 
stil! called daughter! For her mind never fully 
recovered the terrible shock it had sustained ; 
and she was continually crying out for her lost 
love. And still, it is sald, you may hear the 
atealthy footsteps down the staira, and you 
may watch her slight form crous this very room, 
and disappear through yonder panel.” 

The housekeeper concluded in low, awe-strack 
tones, glancing meanwhile In the direction of the 
fireplace, 

rage! amg mistress rose, and, drawing near to 
her, — 


** Show me the exact spot where ehe enters’, 
Mrs. Dent.” ‘ 
“Better not look down there, Miss Mauge, 
was the answer. 
“But I want to. Come, show me the very 
spot!” 
POawill ly the housekeeper rose, and, with 
frightened look and slow eteps, advanced to the 
panel nearest the aud silently placed 
her finger on s emall white knob {n one corver. 
** Press it, Mrs, Dent,” commanded her young 


The timid housekeeper hesitated for an instant, 
then obeyed. 

The woodwork alid aside, and a rush of dam; 
alr followed. ’ 

Both drew back a6 the same moment. 

“Come away, Maude, dear!” pleaded Mrs 
Ellis from her seas. 





“Just one look down, and then 1 shall be 
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tisfied,” replied Maude Raymond, as she ad- 
Sonal end guanced down the dark stone stair. 
case, “ What dismal place!” she exclaimed, 
then herself closed the panel, and turned to the 
househeeper at her side, 

“Thank you very much, Mrs. Dent, for telling 
me the tale, I shall dislike the Manor House 
more than ever now that I have heard this, 
But, Ellie, dear, I am afraid we have kept 
Manners © I ordered the carriage to 
round by seven, and now fb fs eight !” 

No reply from Maude Raymond’s chaperon. 

“T think the lady left the room while you 
Fee ake maieaciod ba “1 Oo bape yon 
Pechaps the tale er. 0 you 
will shin no more of {t, Miss Maude,” 

“Ob, pray don’t be alarmed for me, Mrs, 
Dent!” replied the young girl, . "TT never 
believed in ghosts; bub I do k it would be 
nicer for you if there were someone living here, 
I muet consult Mr. Street, and see what he can 
do towards obtaining a tenant, Are you not 
nervous yourself sometimes, Mrs, Dent +” 

‘* Well, Miss Mande, and tell you the truth, I 
do feel « bib frightened now and then, and 
especially at those times when the ghost fs to be 
seep,” replied the housekeeper, glancing timidly 
round the room meanwhile, and speaking io 
lower tones. 

“Then I will certainly do my best to get a 
tenant, That will make the place seem liveller 
for you, Mra, Dant,”” 

“Thank pots Miea Maude.” 

“Now, I must really go, Good-bye, Mrs, 
Dent, and don’t think too much about the 
ghost,” and then the young girl turned away and 
took her place fn the carriage, wherein was 
already seated Mes, Ellis, 

One wave of the hand to the housekeeper, who 
had followed her te the hall-door, and then 
Maude Rsymond and her companion were 
whirled away to the formoer’s pretty villa at 
Richmond. 


* * * * 

Maude was an orphan, 

Her father had meb his death iu India while 
taking part in a tiger-hunt. Tae beast 


had suddenly turned and made a frantic leap at 
the horse carrying Oscar Raymond, The startled 
sulmal reaved, then malssed its footing and rolled 
down a steep bank, carrying its aniucky rider 
with ft, The rest of the party, og that way 
only five minutes later, were ed at the 
epectacle that met their sigh 
poor mangled body of their comrade back to the 
town, and gave {0 burial, and then a message was 
depatched across the seas to the poor widow. 
Maude was but five years old then; but, child 
as she was, her father’s death made a grent 
impression on her childish mind, and she was 
able to join her childish tears with those of her 
widowed mother, Tie latter was so overcome 
by the shock that she only survived her husband 
® few months, And thea the Httle Maude was 
Ee —_ ae — world ; rich in this world’s 
» bud uite alone as 
itode ad pie Bc 
Mr. Street, the family solieltor, was appointed 
her guardian, and nobly did the good man set 
_ the performance of the trast assigced 


im, 
A happy and comfortable home was found for. 
the poor, lonely little heiress fn a smali town in 
la belle France, 

Twelve happy yeors did Mande R nd 
spead in the eatablishinent of the good and high- 
principled Madame Vervien. Twelve years, during 
which the the orphan grew up from a sallow, 
dark-eyed child, to be a beautiful maiden of 
sweet seventean, 

And then her guardian that at that 
age she should leave the retired life at Ardres 
Pea ep * ro —- land, and take her place 
4 8 80Cig 
virtue of her birth — a masta fg 


Sad, fodeed, was the arting between the good 
Madame Vervien ont hee loving pupil, And 
“sep Macde Raymond, the beautifal helress, 
returned with her and soon after took 
P ber residence in 9 pretty villa at Richmond, 
“Rowen for her by her faithful “adviser, accom- 








panied by a Mra. Ellis, whose duty lay in that of 
chaperonage to the beautitnl girl, 

Aud now, on the day on which my tale com- 
mences, Maude Raymond has paid her first visit 
to the grand old Manor House—her ancestral 
home, Buta few days previously «le has heard 
from Mr, Street the conditions by which alone 
she can retain possession of the grand old pile. 
Tae conditions—namely, that she consent to wed 
and become the bride of a certain Lester Frere, 

So runa her father's wil], and there Is no gain- 
saylngit. E(ther become the bride of a map, as 
yet unknown to her, or else for ever relinquish 
her claim to the stately home that for eo many 
generations has acknowledged none but a Ray- 
mond as master | 

She has pondered mach over the alternative, 
and has come to the conclusion that she would 
rather allow the Manor House to pass away to 
stranger than ally herself to that stranger—did 
she not love him { 

Ty Maude Raymond was possessed of a strong 


Long that same night upon her return from 
visiting the house of her forefathers, did she sit 
by her open window and reflect upon all this, 
and then the housekeeper’s sad tale returned to 
her, and she smiled as «ne recollected the 
frightened eyes and tim!d countenance of the 
narrator. 

“ Poor dear Mrs, Dent! Jf really do pity her, 
and I will certainly write to Mir, Street to-morrow, 
and ask him to procures tenant. Strange that 
anyone can be so foolish as to actually believe in 
ghosts! Such very unreal belngs aa they always 
prove to be known!” she solfloquised, And 
then she thought of Lester Frere, and pondered, 
again and again, over her father’s reason (an- 
known to her) for thus adding such a condi- 
tionary clause to the will msde tn her favour. 

“TI will never marry a man I do nob love! 
Never!” she murmured, as she ab length rose 
frem her seat at the open window ; and, gently 
closing it, repaired to her couch, where she was 
soon dreaming over again the tale told by the 
housekeeper at the Manor House. 

Mr. Street duly received a letter from his 
beautiful ward, desirirge him, forthwith, to pro- 
cure a suitable tenant ior the Manor House, 

“I wish this, as I fee] ib will be batter for Mrs. 
Dent. Poor woman! She seemed so nervous 
yesterday, when telling me the history of the 
‘supposed,’ ghost, that I decided {ft would be 
better for her if she had more people about the 
placa. §S» I shall be much obliged if you will at 
once take stepa to get a tenant. _I do not think I 
shall ever care to live thera myzelf ; not because 
T fear the ghost !” 

So ran the letter, snd Mr, Street smiled at fts 
final words; then sighed softly, as he maur- 


‘* Poor little Maudei Am [ right in con- 
cealing alli know of him? Yes. I must be, 
for 1s was her father’s special wish that she 
should meet him firet as a perfect stranger; and 
then, if she——, But she fs sure to fallin love 
with his choice. She can’t help it, if he fs at all 
like the photograph he sent me this morning. 
By the bye, what did I do with it?” 

The la pushed aside some of the papers 
lying so ly on the desk at which he waa 
seated, and drew from ucder them an envelope 
bearing a foreign post-mark. 

“Yes, You are a decidedly good-looking 
fellow, and I have no fear but that you will sult 
the fastidious taste of my lovely ward,” he 
murmured, aa he drew forth the Iikenese and 
regarded {t through his gold-rinimed glazees, 

“Shall I send her this? No, That would 
searcely be fair. I will leave weli alone, and allow 
them to meet as strangers; but once they do 
meet, I prophesy that matters will go emoothiy 
enough, and the wedding. bells will speedfly—-—” 

Here Mr. Street's soliloquy was interrupted by 
the entrance of a clerk, who was followed by a 
emall, girlish figure, dremed daintily in sote 

‘alling cashmere. 

‘Miss Mande!” exclaimed the astonished 
solicitor, as he rose and warmly greeted his fair 
visitor. 

‘Yeo, Mr, Street, I have a0 doubt yon are 








rather surprised to see me, but I could mot resiat 
the inclination to pay yor a visit,” 

* And Mre. Ellis, Miss Maude?” 

, “Ob, Elle is ro charmed with certain gowns 
and so forth at Madame Petlt’s, she finds ft hard 
to tear herself away from them, or to make a 
decisive cholce. So I suggested that she should 
call for me here when she really haz finished hsr 
shopping.” 

** Which I hope may not be for some time, 
Miss Maude,” gallantly rep!ied the lawyer, as he 
proceeded to place the most comfortable chair 
his office possessed for the accommodation of his 
visitor. 

*T shall not be disturbing you, Mr, Street ?”” 
asked the girl, presently. 

** Not at all, Miss Maude. I was jast idling 
my time away when you entered.” 

“ Aud you received my latter, Mr, Street?” 

Yes, Ihave it here, aud I shall send fo an 
advertisement to the principal papers to-day, 
aud Ihave no doubt the Manor House will not 
long remain tenantless.”’ 

“ [hope not, for Mrs. Dont's sake,” langh- 
iogly replied Maude Raymoud, Then added, 
“What a charming residence it would make for 
an artisi, Mr, Street | I noticed so many lovely 
bite yesterday, and I hear the neighbourhood Is 
very lovely |” 

* Ah, what a happy suggesifon, Miss Maude i 
And that reminds me that I had an application 
to-day from—from a friend of mine. He is now 
in Germany, but fe meditatiog « return to England, 
and he commissions me to look him out some 
picturesque house, where he may have ample 
scope to indulge his artistic tastes,” 

"And be fs an artist, Mr. Street} ” asked the 


L, 

Yes; and will become very famous some- 
day—will—my young friend |” 

Maude Raymond noted her companton’s hasi- 
tation, and the abrupt ending of his senteuce, 
and asked no farther questions, but merely re- 
roarked, 

**T do hope be Is strong-minded enough not to 
believe {x the return of spirits from their unseen 
worid,’ 

Toe grey-headed lawyer laughed, 

“T bave no fear that any spirit, seen or un- 
seen, will alarm my young friend, ies Mande. 
Jadging from what I remember of him as a boy, 
he fs much too matter-of-fact to be strong fn the 
superstitions.” 

I wish poor Mra, Dent were more of his 
nature!” replied she gir), rising, and glanciog 
out of the window down into the street bslow. 
'‘Ab, there Is the carrlage!"’ she exclaimed ; 
" and now I must bid yon good-bye, Mr, Street,” 

“Good morning, Miss Maude, Have been 
most delighted to see you!” returned her 

ardian, grasplog cordially the datntily-gloved 

od extended to him. 

And then, as Maude Raymond passed the 
desk, strewn so thickly with {te dry and unin- 
teresting papers, something caught her eye— 
something so totally unlooked for there, among 
all that dry and musty correspondence, that the 

{rl stopped ; and, oblivious of ali etiquette, took 
t up from its resting-place, and scanned it 
eagerly with her lovely dark eyes, 

“What a handsome face, and what gicricus 
eyes!” she exclaimed, unconsciously, 

Then remembering herself, sho turned to where 
stood her guardian, and apologised, fn her pretty 
way, for the great liberty she had taken, 

A pecuifar smilie filtted across the face of her 
companion, as he quietly asked,— 

“ You agree with me that that fo the ilkeness 
of a very baudsome man, Miss Maude?” 

“I do, indeed!” she replied, earnestly, con- 
tinning meanwhile to gaze on the photograph she 
held. 

It was the likeness of a young tan, probably 
of not more than three or four-and-twenty years 
of age. 

The face itself was perfect, The noble-looking 
brow, surrounded by heary clusters of dark hair, 
the well-shaped nose, the full and perfectly 
modelled lips, partially revealed beneath the heavy 
drooping moustache—all these were perfect, but 
ths calef charm of the whole lay in the glorious 
and eloquent eyes that looked forth from their 
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long lashes—the picture of a very handsome 
man—and a fascination seemed to enshroud it; 
for the girl, so earnestly regarding it, seemed 
loth to withdraw her gaze, while the grave 
- busfoess ~ her side fnterrup' not 

y perusal of she perfect features, but re- 
cared her with a pecullar and well satlafied 
emile. 


‘That face will haunt me, Mr. Street, I am 
sure!” Maude Riymond exclaimed, as she at 
length, with a sigh, laid down the photograph. 
But still her gsza was attracted to ft. ‘ That 
reminds me, Mr. Ssreet,’’ she continued, "I have 
been thinking much of the condition attached to 
woy father’s will, and I have come to the conciu- 
ston that I would much rather relinquish the 
Mavor House than contract a marriege with a 
man I do not—care for |” 

Mr. Street sailed, then replied, — 

“My dear Miss Maude, how can you possibly 
jadge now of the atate of your feelings towards 
your fatare husband, when, as yet, you have 
never met!” 

“That fs trae, cartainly, Mr. Street, But 
supposing, In the meantime, before this husband 
of mine appears—supposing I meat another, and 
Jearn to love that other—am I, then, to sacrifice 
all my feelings and turn away from stich love and 
—— to a man I feel I shall never, never 

e 

“S‘ay, Mise Mande, You are only uttering 
eappositions, after all said and done. Supposing 
now, on the other hand, that this fature husband 
of yours—closen for you by your late father— 
eupposing ke is possessed of handsome exterior, 
and of an equally noble and attractive mind—tin 
fact, all that any young lady could desire —would 
you then still refuse to link your destiny with 
hts. and thus fulfil your dead parent’s wish?” 

Tae grey-headed lawyer spoke earnestly, and 
the young girl coloured slightly as she replied, 

“*T eappose not in that case, Mr. Street. Bat 
another reason I have—-I should not like to be 
love’, even by the handeomest of men, simply 
for = I possess, You understand, Mr, 
£ treet?” 

“Perfectly, my dear Miss Mande; and I 
firmly believe that such will never be your case, 
Thave kauown you from a child, remember, and 
your character ize now what ft was then, while 
your beauty alone———"’ : 

“No flattery, please, Mr. Street! Now I must 
be going, or Ellfe will think I am lost, Good- 
bye, once again, Mr. Street !"’ 

Good morning, Miss Maude, I will not for- 
get the tenant!” 

“And I will not forget your friend’s face,” 
laughingly replied the girl, as she turned away 
to descend to the carriage. 

A few minutes later and she was sitting and 
listening and discussing ; but her thonghts were 
far away in the meantine—far away from the 
subject ehe was thus apparently engrossed In ; 
for the perfect face of her guardian’s client fo 
Germany still haunted her, and continued to do 
x0 fur the remainder of that day. 

That night, as she sgain sat at her chamber 
window, ehe recalled to her memory the eloquent 
eye? which bad looked forth at her from the sur- 
rounding cardboard ; and she felt that sach must 
be the face of the man whom she could be In- 
cuced to recogniee as her husband. 

“Tf it were not a foolish vow I would register 
it now this very moment!” ehe murmured, as 
she drew closer around her her costly dressing- 
gown, and leaned-farther forth from her open 
window. 

Outelde all was hushed and atfll, The moon 
rode proudly mong tn the sky, The stars shone 
brightly, while m the garden below was 
wafced the faint essence of dewy rose and frag- 
rant mignonette, 

** Yes, I would vow that none other but the 
possessor of those perfect features and glorious 
eyes should be my husband, Bat ft fs a foolish 
vow, for he may already belong to another—this 
Thope not, Shall we ever meet! He far away 
now In Germany, with so many miles between 
us? Tam afraid not!” 

And then the dark eyes grew softer, while a 
sweet smaile lurked around the smal] mouth as 
Meade Raymond thought of the face, seen for 





the first time that day, aud wove sweet sad fan- 
ciful dreamings anent it—sat on at her chamber 
window, dreamipg thie, till tired nature inter- 
, ae Se ne ee PO pn a a 
couc 


CHAPTER Ii, 


“ Lzsrer, old fellow, I have heard the news!” 

“The news! What news!” aeked Lester 
Frere, glancing up from the easel, before which 
he was eeated, with a look of surprise. 

‘What newr, Lester? Why, the saddest 
news (to me, at any rate) that I have heard for 
many 8 long day!” returned Max Kron, ad- 
vancing still farther into the room, and regard- 
fog with artistic-lfke glance the painting upon 
which bis frisnd was engaged. 

Bat the latter still looked mystified. 

* Lester, old fellow, I shal! miss you most of 
all!"’ quietly remarked Max Kron, presently, 
and as he spoke he laid a fair, bowed head upon 
lls friend’s shoulder, and looked down sadly. 

“ Ach, mein freund! So you, toc, have heard 
of my departure for the land of my birth!” 
questioned Lester Frere. 

‘I have, Lester; and the news grieves me 
sorely! You see, you and I have always been 
euch friends ever since you first came to this 
amall town; and—and I shall miss you, old 
fellow! Mast you really go? and so svon?” 

“T must, Max. Business calls me, or else I 
would willingly Inger on here amid the bilis and 
valleys, and among all my kind and good friende, 
of whom I hold none dearer than Max Kron!” 
answered Lester Frere, rising from his easel, and 
proceeding to criticise the paiating before him. 

"Nice ilvtle bit that, ch, Max?” he asked 
presenily, 

‘Very! One of your best, decidedly, Lester ; 
bat, if I may be allowed to suggest o slight 
alteration——— ” 

Max Kron hesitated and stopped, walting for 
psrailssion before be ventured to point out what 
to him seemed a fault. 

“You may be permitted to name any corrac- 
tlon that you deem expedient,” laughingly put in 
Lester Frere, 

“Well, then, mein freund, if you remember, 
the shade on the biils was not so Intense that 
evening when you and I viewed them together } 
Do you recollect it, old fellow? and Elise was 
with us also, Ach!” 

And a ponderous sigh broke from the falr- 
haired German as he turned away with a shake 
of hie head. ‘ 

‘You are right, Max, I have made the 
atmosphere too bright, and I can’t exactly recall 
the particular shade, What say you?! Do you 
feel inclined to accompany me to that point once 
again before I bid fareweil to these dear hills }” 

“T will come,” quietly replied Max Kron, 

Half-an-hour later and the two artist friends 
were stretched at full iength upon the short, dry 
grass, while thelr eyes were intently fixed upon 
the ecene-—the distant blue hills. 

‘““Bsautifal light that!” ‘exclaimed Lester 
Frere, presently. 

“Very good ; but not so decided as 1b was that 
night when Elise was here,’’ replied Max Kron, 
Then asked abruptly,— 

“ Lester, have you seen her to-day }” 

A flash dyed Lester Frere’s cheeks for an 
instant, then quickly died away as he made 
auswer carelessly,— 

“Let mesee. Yes. I believe we met down 
by the well this morning; but I really can’t 
remember anything connected with our meeting. 
You see, one runs against the same people here 
in thie small town so very often, that it is diffi- 
calt to determine times and seasons,” 

Max Kron raised himeelf slightly on his elbow, 
and regarded his friend in astonishment. 

“She will miss you as much as any of your 
friends, Lester,” was all he sald, but there was 
much implied in the tone. 

“The little flaxen-halred coquette!” langhed 
the other, merrily ; but there was a slight tinge 
of bitterness meanwhile, 

“O04, she may be coquette to some, old fellow, 


— nob to all,” sententlously responded Miy 
ron, 

* She is welcome to play all her pretty tricks 
on me, Max, for I am proof against all euch love- 
making wiles.” 

* How sot” 

“Ab, that reminds me, I have found yo 
such @ good and true friend that I may as well 
confide in you the real reason why I am thu: 
vsturping to my native land. Bat before I com. 
mence I must have a cigar to agelat me.” 

The cigar was produced and placed between 
the young artist’s lips; then, after drawing 
several good puffs, he continued,—- 

‘* You must know, Max, that there is a lady in 
the case.” 

‘I thought so}” muttered the other, as he, 
too, puffed away. 

“Yes ; and a great deal of romance.” 

“Can't stand anything sentimental myself,’ 
again came the laterruption from Lester Frere’s 
listener. 

“T am recalled by an old family solicitor to 
make love to a young lady whose father thought 
fib to choose as my future wife,” 

‘And you approve of cholee? Is che 
handsome! Is she wealthy?” asked Max Kroo. 

"* Thres questions, all in one breath, my good 
fellow!” exclaimed the other, merrily, “ Let 
me answer the first, Uafortunately the choice 
does not is with me, If the lady choose to 
diecard me she fs ab perfect liberty to do so, only 
in such case she forfelts a large aum of money, 
and one of the finest old manor houses that 
Eogland boasts of, That fs all.” 

“Jt she discards you! You eurely are not 
contemplating aught so insulting to your good 
looker, Lester Frere?” gravely inquired bis com- 
panton. 

The young artist laughed long and loudly, 

Unfortunately, women do not always allow 
their affections to be guided by five eyes and a 
handsome figure! Still, I hope I msy havea 
chance with the besutifal helress,”’ 

* And you have never yet met?” 

“No. Her father’s will stipulated that I was 
to reside abroad till the young lady’s education 
should be considered finlshed, and she herself 
fairly launched into society, Then ft wae 
deputed to her guardian to arrange the fires 
roeeting ; and now the moment has arrived, and 
I am recalled to undergo the ordeal.” 

Something like a sigh escaped Lester Freres 
listener, as the former ceased his tale, while s 
wistfal look shone for an instant in Max Kron’s 
eyes as he earnestly regarded the face of bis 
friend. 

“ Poor Elise 1” escaped his lips in low tones, 

His companion s his shoulders a)mos® 
Imperceptibly, while again the red flush sppeared 
in hie cheeks, 

** Max, old fellow! Believe me, she is not to 
be pitied. Coquette she may appear to us, but 
I have seen more of her heart than she imagines. 
Yoo! I hold the key to ft; and—well, plainly 
speaking, !f you could only unbend & little 
when in her presence, I think—Max ! you love 
Eilse ' ” 

Max Kron threw away the stump of his cig», 
but answered never a word, though a wis:iul 
and tender look crossed his face ab his com- 
panion’s words, Bathe waa silent still—sileot 
so long that the other, feellag that he had 
spoken too plalaly—spoken unadvised)y— 
stretched forth his han¢, and grasping that of 
his fcfend, continued,— 5 

“ Max, old fellow! I beg your pardon ; [d'c 
nob mean to speak #0 plainly ; bat——” ¥ 

"No apologies, Lester, I am not oifende’ 
with you In the least. Oaly your words heve 
set me s-thinking, and I did not feel inclined for 
speech jast then. Bat you are right, Lester 
Yee! You know fall well that you are the on!y 
man I would confess this to—but, I do love her 
and she loves me not!” : 

Sadly spoken; while again, the upward: breathed 
sigh beatified to the heavy heart. + 

“Are you so certain that she loves you po° 
I called her coquette awhile since ; bub coquette 
though she may have been to me and others, 
yet, believe me, I speak what I know to be » cer- 
\ tainty—she loves my friend, Max Kron! Nay! 
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ld not speak thas positively on such a 
A et were I not assured of the truth 6f my 
words, How I gained my kuoowledge matters 
not; bat a few words uttered by » woman, when 
she believes herself to be quite alone, are surely 
soficlent guarantee,” 

But stl! Max Kron shook his head sadly and 
despalringly—etill the wietfal look was on his 

ce 
— I would give much to know that euch fe the 
case, Lester. Of course, old fellow, I do not 
donbt your word for an instant, but she may have 
changed eluce then.” 

The words were spoken so sadly that Lester 
Frere was fairly moved. 

“Cheer up, Mex!” he exclaimed. “ And, 
remember, when the hour arriver, and you hear 
from the young lady’s own lips what I prophesy 
—you may hear ab any moment that you weed 
to make trlal—remember, then, in your hour of 
biles that your friend was not mistaken, and 
wish him the same success. Now, I suppose, 
we had better be returning to the town. I am 
promised to two or three places before mid- 
bight.’ 

‘> the friends rose up from their lounge on the 
short, dry grass, and, arm-in-arm, set off at a 
good pace ou their return journey. 

A tenant was found for the Manor House— 
none other than Mr, Street’s young artist friend 
from Germany, and the fac-simile of the likeness 
which had so fascinated and attracted Maude 
Raymond. 

"Tp Is a capital spot for you still to fndalge 
yoar love of your palette and brushes, Dumont,” 
Mr. Street bsd remarked at the interview that 
had taken piace upon the artist’s arrival in 
England, ‘‘and all the better for our plane, toc.” 

And the man of business rubbed his hands 
gleefully, while a lcok of satiefaction spread over 
bis genial countenance, 

And then had followed a lengthy discussion 
beoween the two mep, with which we have 
nothing to do at present, 

And now Leater Damont fs at the Manor 
House, and duly installed in the “ ghostly ” room, 
much to Mrs, Dent’s vexation, . 

The latter has waxed eloquent upon the 
superior advantages respecting light and prospect 
of the other rooms at the Manor House, but 
Lester Damont has been obstinate and deaf alike 
to her eloquence and persuasione, and has come 
cf conqueror. 

Aad behold him now seated in the “ ghostly ” 
room which has already attained somewhat of 
the nature of a ebudic, 

A large easel occupies the centre of the apart- 
ment, while palettes and brushes are scattered 
sround ia true artlet-like disregard to tidiness 
and order, and « large roll of canvas leans against 
the very panel through which the. ghost is sup- 
posed to disappear on her way down the stone 
staircase. 

Mra, Dent sighs, but finds words and sighs 
slike to no pur 3 50, ab length, Ina 
measnre, reco to what she can’t avoid, she 





. becomes effsble enough to theartist, and descants 


frecly upon the beauty and of her young 
mistrese—the owner of the graud old Manor 
House-—while Lester Damont paints away, almost 
lndifferently, seemingly, to his garrulous com- 
panion ; but, nevertheless, drinking In greedily 
every word, 

Her beanty has been much ext olled, but here 
Airs, Dent's eloquence is fnsnfficient and {nade- 
quate, and Lster Damont has bat a hazy picture 
vf his chosen bride’s loveliness : dark eyes, beau- 
tiful wavy brown hair, pretty figure. 

But Mra Dent cannot give what the artist 
tucet reqaires—the expression of the counte- 
nance ; and so he mast walt till the opportunity 
sball arrive when he may mest her. 

Aud so be site painting at his easel, think 


wae the fair owner of the Manor House, an 


ee ee 


CHAPTER III. 


IT was a glorions day in early August. 
‘‘Jast the day for a ple-nie i” se bad been 
voted repeatedly by each and all of the numerous 





pay Mre. Ciements had gathered together in 
elbam Woode for, her annual picnic. The 
season war nearly over, eo that the assemblage 
Was & nomerous and aristocratic one. 

Falr faces, charming dresses, good‘looking | 
men ; and, to crown all, a Ifvely and most In- 
defatigabie hostess. Such a pic-nle was sure to 
prove « success ! 

Bat among the fair beauties gathered there 
beneath the grand old beeches—and there were 
many such--none attracted such universal at- 
tention and homage as Maude Raymond, the 
beautiful helress, 

Attired in one of Worth’s own marvellous and 
artistic costumer, she passed hither and thither 
with graceful steps and smiling face 

Bat even as she smiled and returned wil for 
wit, her thoughts were elaewhere, 

Ever and anon, as she received the pr: ff-red 
attentions of those whom she knew would will- 
ingly exchange the respecifal demeanour and 

tially concealed admiration for something a 
ttle warmer, her memory reverted to the faco 
seen but once; but oh! how ft haunted her | 

“If he were only here!" she repeated, men- 
tally, for the hundredth time, as she rose with 
the others from the Informal repast designated 
“luncheon” by their charming hostess. 

Then the party broke up into little detach- 
ments of twos and three, and prepared to dis- 
perse in svery direction, 

* Misa Raymond, I am afraid you are tired }” 

Tae tone, the words, were those of one of the 
beautifal hefress’s most ardent admirers, 

Yes, Arthur Lascelles alone had noted— 
taught from love’s own page—the abstracted 
look that stole from time to time over the fair 
face of Mande Raymond—noted the wietfal, ead 
look that would “Creep into the lovely dark eyes, 
even as she joined in the gay badinuege and merry 
laughter around her. 

Bat the lover's quick glance bad detected the 
weariness that vented itself in the upheaval, 
slight though it wae, of the rich lacs adorning 
her bodice, the faint motion as though of o half- 
suppressed sigh. 

Yes, Arthur Lascelles noted it all,.and a pang 
of jealousy shot through his heart. Aud yet he 
knew hie case to be hopeless ! 

He, younger son of an impoverished family, 
thus azpiring to wed with the beautiful helrees— 
the belle of the season! And yet he had dared 
to fondly dream that he might yet win her. 

“You are tired, Miss Raymond }” he repeated 
as he again noticed the abstracted look stealing 
over the fair ~e of the girl he so fondly—so 


bh iy—loved 
"Mande Raymond glanced up with her dark 
eyes, and emilingly replied,— 

“T believe lam. Thesunis so powerful. Do 
you not find feo, Mr, Lascelles?” 

“IT do, Miss Raymond; and if you will allow 
me, I will take you to a delightfully cool spot nov 
far from here. Will you come!” 

“ Williogly. I ao long for some shade and 
shelter from this burning sun,” replied the gir), 
ae turned away, with Arthar Lascelles at her 


A few moments’ waking brought the couple to 

the banks of a small stream. 

blige’ te a yoyo Fi sgh I 9 mtch 
obliged to you for bringing me to such 4 lovely 
spot. Shall we rest here awhile |” 

“ Certainly, if you wish it, Miss Raymond, But 
I will fetch a camp-stool if you will not mind 
waiting here alone for a few minutes, Miss Ray- 
mond.’ 

“Tt Is too good of you! But pray do not 
hurry on my account; [ shall employ the time 
in exploring the stream « litcdle farther up,” re- 
plied Maude Raymon@, waving an adieu to her 
a as he turned away in quest of acamp- 
8000. 


Leftthus alone, the gir] watched the retreating 
figure of her escort, and smiled faiotly as he 
turned from time vo time, and waved an adien 


to her. 

At length the intervening bushes hid him 
from her geze, and then slowly the emile died 
away from the pretty red lips, aa with a dee 





drawn sigh the girl wandered on for a few yards 
further up the stream. 


The bashes became thicker and thicker here, 
and it was with some difficulty that she could at 
places gain a passage through them, and that not 
without da: struction to her drese. 

Bat atill an inward impulse compelled her to go 
forward, til), Gnally, she sank, tired and weary, 
down by the efde of the Hotle stream, 

Tail fox-gloves reared their heads and toesed 
thelr pink bells all around her, Bat she heeded 
them no*, eo deeply was she lost in her own re- 
flectiona, 

And these! They were both sweet and sad, 
and were called forth by the remembrance of the 
photograph lying amfd the business papers In ber 
guardian’s office 

She conld not put away from her the “ glorlous 
eyes’ thatso haunted her. And she only longed 
te meet him, And yet that seemed eo impossibis 
when Mr. Streep had sald that he was ip 
Germany. 

Bat still the wish grew more and more Intense 
as she sat on, listening to thesoft murmar of the 
trickling steam, and watching the aid nodding 
of the f x-gloves’ purple heads. 

All wae hushed and ett]! around her, and, 
believing herself to be quite alone, ahe suddenly 
covered her face with both her hands and ex- 
claimed, — 

“Oh, that he were here!”’ 

Scarcely had the words lef her lips than « 
alight rustling among the buehes at her left 
made her uncover her face, and start quickly 
from her lounging pos‘tion, and glance haatlly 
around. 

The brown and tanned face of a young gipsy 
girl, with yellow-bound head and bright glft- 
tering eyes peering forth from ihe bushes, con- 
fronted her. ; 

For an instant the thought of filght, or of 
uttering «= cry for help, flashed through her 
brain. The next, and she had drawn herself 
proudly up, and demanded, In an fmperative 

206, 

“ What do you want!” 

The face disappeared for a second; the nex’, 
and the gipsy maiden stood close to the beautiful 
hefrese, 

What « picture for an artist they formed ! 

The latter (the hefress), with dark eyer, and 
delicate lace-betrimned costume, The gipsy, 
with short scarlet petticoat, plaid bodice, and 
yellow-bound hair. 

“What do you want?” again demanded 
Maude Raymond. 

“Ab, beautifal lady! do not be angry with 
the poor gipsy maiden! Only leb me ses your 
fair hand, and I will tell you ail about him—the 
dark gentleman whom you love so well, but 
whom yon have never seen !” 

Maude Raymond atarted, while a hot biash 
stole over her face, 

The gipey was quick to note the effect her 
words had, and advaucing nearer whis- 
pered,— 

“Bat you must come away from here, or the 
other gentleman may return; and he may not 
like to find you in company with a poor gipsy. 
Will you come, fair lady, and I will tell you all 
about him! You have never met him yet, but 
the tine ts nod far distant !"’ 

So pleaded the girl, as she stood there before 
the fair heiress in the chequered light. 

For « second Maude Raymond stood pondering 
whether she should listen to what the gipsy could 
tell her of the man the so longed to meet, Her 
companion was quick to notice the hesilatior, 
and sgsin commenced ber pleading In still more 
pereuacive, if not less whining tones. 

“Palr lady, do not heeitatea, See yonder, 
through those bushes, there returns your friend. 
Qaick, follow me! I have much I can tell you, 
and I only ask a little in return!” 

The helress looked, and distinctly saw the 
form of Artbur Laccelles coming quickly towards 
the spot, encumbered by  camp-stool and a 
good-sized umbrella, Intended evidently for her 
comfort, Before her eyes arose the vieion alao 
of that other face, seen but once only ; bub, oh! 
how vividly the features were retained on her 
memory! The thought of it decided her at 
once. With a proud look on her face, and » 
haughty,— - 
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“TI will follow you, woman ; only remember, I 
trust you implicitly,” she followed the gipay, 
who quickly plunged through some nejghbouring 
bushes, hoiding them courteously and gracefully 
salde, so that her companion’s ight and fragile 
attire might not suffer from the thorns, At 
length she stopped, and turning to Maude Ray- 
mond, said, — 

‘*We are safe here from interruption. You 
needn't fear me, gentle lady. Palma. has often 
been trusted before, and she has never been 
found wanting.” 

**I do not doubt you elther,” Maude Raymond 
replied. ‘Now, tell me all you know quickly, 
for I must retar® to my friends, or they may 
pee me ; and should they find me here, 

Wee 

‘ Never fear that, fair lady! Bat I will tell 
you all, Let me cross your palm with ; 
yes, it muet be gold, lady. Palma wo not 
ask {t for herself bub she has a sister who fs 
dying, and they say she must have wive and other 
thinge that are hard for a poor gipsy-gir! to get, 
and she will not touch them if they are atolen.” 

Maude Raymond drew forth her dainty purse, 
and taking a shining piece from It, handed {t to 
the girl. whoee dark eyes were now glittering 
with unfelgned tears, 

‘Thank you, lady! thank you! May you be 
very, very happy with the dark gentleman. He 
will soon come, and when once you meet, all will 
be happiness for both, Bat the place of meet 
ing will be s strange one, and ata strange hour. 
Listen} One night, when the clock strikes 
twelve, you will press the little ivory knob; the 
panel will slide back; you will pass 
down the dark passage, and ont into the clear 
moonlight. And then—then, by the rustic 
bridge, you will meet your fate, The dark gen- 
tlenaan will be there, and then soon will follow 
& gay wadding |” 

The whinlog volce ceased ; the brown fingers 
were busy knotting up the coin In the corner of 
her handkerchief, 

Maude Raymond stood transfixed. She had 
never believed In the gipsy’s art of fortune-tell- 
fog, any more than she had in the wanderings of 
befags from the epirib land; but, certainly, all 
that this girl had told her was probable enough. 
And then the ivory knob, the enbterranean pas- 
sage, the rustic bridge! How conld she have 
os aired eo much knowledge respecting the Manor 

oure | 

“Sorargs, very |” she mused, ag she stood with 
eyes fixed on the ground, totally unconscious of 
her companion’s movements; for, chancing to 
raise her eyes to farther question the gtpsy, what 
was her astonishment to find that she was alons! 

How was ehe to find her way back to her 
friends? A low cry of alarm escaped her as she 
turned away to plunge once more into the 
chicket through which abe fancled she had come, 

Suddenly, a rustling sound behind her caused 
her to glance anxfougly around, fearful of en- 
countering some enemy. Bb, fostead-——— 

Oh, how can be deseribed the emotion that 
filled her breast, as ber astonished goze fell on 
the ccustenance of the very man whom she go 
longed to win | 

Yes! There, hat in hand, bowing low, with 
& sweet smile on the perfectly-modelled Mps, and 
a Gangerously fascinating ghd in the glorious 
dark eyes, stood the fac-simile of the photograph. 

She stood scarlet and wmte befors this man, 
whoss form and image bad so completely taken 
posvesaion of ber heart from the first moment her 
geze had rested on {t—stood scarlet and mute tili 
roused by his volee—a volce so perfectly suited 
vo the face—saying in deferential tones,— 

“Pardoo me, but if I can be of any service, 
i shall be more than delighted to render it!" 

Then she remerobered herself, and returning 
his bow, replied somewhat confasedly, — 

“Thauk you ; you ore very kind, I have rn- 
fortunately wandered from my party, and am at 
® loss how to retarn to them, These English 
thickets are so difficult to penetrate.” 

“Yes!” her companion replied. “I have 
found them so too, But I think I can restore 
you to your friends without pnteing you to the 
icconventence of again paseing through the 


camp-stool, He seemed in quest of some one, 
Probably he may belong to your party.” 

“Yes! Taat must be Mr. Lascelles, Please 
take me to him. He will think I am lost.” 

The stranger looked disa’ ted for a mo- 
ment, then quickly recovered himself, aud begged 
her to trust to his guidance, and he would bring 
her to the spot where he hed last seen her friend, 
As they passed along, side by side, he told her 
a little of himself—that he was an arilst; that 
= nap lately returned from Germany, and so 
orth, 

Maude Raymond's heart ewelled within her 
as she listened to the eoft, mellow volce, and ever 
and anon met the tender light In the glorious 


eyes, 

Suddenly, there appsared before them Acthur 

and it was almost with 8 parg of dis- 

tment that the girl turned to greet him, 
go her words led her true feelings. 
With a courteous bow, the stranger responded 
to the thanks that were showered upon him 
by both, and then he left them to resume his 
painting. 
Meanwhile Mande Raymond turned away 
with Arthur Laccelles, and answered merrily 
his numerous questions respecting her straying 
away. 
“T must apologise, I know, Mr. Lascelles,” 
she said, in such a pretty way, and fn such a 
charming manner, that the young man blushed 
to his very temples with pleasure, and forgave 
her on the spot, 
“But,” she continued, "I could not resist the 
temptation to wander away. It was all so 
beautiful, ond I wanted to follow that dear 
little brook a little further. Bat it was not 
nearly so pretty, after all, and the thorne were 
terrible. See, here!” and she datntily held up 
several streamers of lace produced by the same 
‘* terrible thorns.” 

“T am only glad that you are found again, 
Miss Raymond,” Arthar Tascelle: answered 
earnestiy. 

A determined look was on his face as he added 
hurriedly, ta a volce that trembled slightly,— 

‘Oh! Miss Raymond, what should I have done 
had you really been lost to us—to me |” 

A shiver passed over the girl’s frame as she 
thought of the face snd figure she had met so 
lately, and parted from se quickly. She dreaded 
what was to follow. She knew she could offer 
no stray crumbs of comfort and hope to this 
young mau, whom she knew loved her pas- 
eionately—as passionately, eke whispered to 
herself, as she loved another, and aimost as 
hopelessly, 

And yet not hopelessly in her casa, {f she might 
believe the gipsy’s words, 

That last thought reassured her, so turclng 
herael! towards him, she repiled In a mocking tone, 
which smote Ike a death-knell on Arthur Las. 
cellea’ fafrest hopes,-— 

‘*Really, Mr. Lascelles, that is a question much 
too serious for me to answer, And see! here 
comes dear Ellis! I must hasten to her and tell 
her of my late adventurs!” 

So the plenic came to an end. 

Tae hot July day had been fraught with much 
to two of the party, who were all so unanimously 
profuse In thelr expressions of delight at the 
charming day they had spent. 

But by-two of the pariy the-words were 
uttered indeed, but unattended by any of the 
feelings that showld attend the conventional 
phrase, 

Arthur Lascelles felt he should ever remem, 
ber that day. From henceforth the eun had set 
for him; the scent of flowers and the song of 
birds were as things of naught to him, now that 
his fair young love-dream had vanished. 

Sadiy he recognised the bitter fact that he 
must henceforth plod calmly along the desert 
pathway of life alone; and it was a cruel sud 
crushing thought to the young barrister, who 
had given his whole heart to the beautiful owner 
of the Manor House, 

And what of the other ? 

Mrs. Ellls found her charge very sllent and 
very abstracted that same evening during the 





briars, L have justecen a gentleman bearing a 


rather lengthy drive home. The good old lady 





in the woodr, _— in pleasant society, would 
have rallied her from the somewhat dreary state 
{oto which she had fallen of late, She attributed 
{t to the effecta of the ghost-story heard from 
Mrs. Dent, and more than once blamed herself 
for not having been more firm in preventing the 
dark passage being disclosed to vi: w. 

Many a cigh escaped the gentle lady as she 
noted the listless, almaless wandering from object 
to object, of her fair charge as they waited later 
on, for the hour of . Bab the helress's 
whole nature had been strangely thrilled tha 
day, and she could mang bangs aside the spel! 
safficlently to be true to usual affectionate, 
genial manner towards her kind friend and 


It was, therefore, a relief to ber when that 
same friend pleaded a slight headache, consequent 
upon the excessive heat, and retired to her own 
room, there to shed a few tears over her charge’s 
altered behaviour. 

Thus left alone Maude Raymond’s thoughts 
naturally had free vent for the strange event of 


Paerks col vende th gipsy’s word rred to 
: C) 8 8 occu 

her, and as she on them, the mors 
confused and abe became as to when 
and how the girl had acquired her knowledge of 
the subterranean passage. 

.But each time out of the troubled, przzling 
mist, there rose thé rae hy Bayer ’> 
stranger artist-—the original ogra pa, 
and for the time being all else faded trom ber 
memory—so powerful Is the all-pervading flame 
of love which gilds our lives, assuages our griefs, 
and Is, in fact, the very quintessence of morta! 
existences, 


So the days sped on. 

As each morn broke, fair, fresh; and cool, 
Maude Raymond asked herself whether «he 
should see him again; and as every eve tell, 
with fits soft refreshing dew, she whispered 
worde of hope to her fainting heart, and the 
intense longing for another word from the 
mellow tones—another —_ from the glorious 
eyes—grew atropger and abtronger. 


ot ce 


CHAPTER IV. 


“My dear, I now consider it high time that 
those two young le meet,” 

No reply belng auatole, Mr. Street put down 
the newspaper he had been reading, and glanced 
across to that corner of the room where, 61- 
ecouced In a low easy chalr drawn close to the 
fire, eat—and slept—his wite, 

“Ob, I must walt awhile, I suppoee, to dis- 
cuss my plans,” he murmured, as he glanced 
down os the sloasiien countenance, and then he 
fell foto » train of reflections respecting business 
matters, 

Once during his reverie his eyes rested on 4 
small settle opposite him, apon which was placed 
« handsome photograph stand. 

“ Ah, Lecter, my boy, you will be considered 
one of the most enviable and one of the Incklest 
of men with such a prize a9 will be yours! Aud 
then, wy fair ward, when once you have met this 
Adonis I shall hear no more fine speeches from 
your pretty ved Hpe relating to. relingufenlog 
the old Manor House and so forth. Love must 
be kindled within your heart at the first giacce 
bestowed -on you from those handsome ey*:. 
How I long for the moment to arrive, so thai 
I may indeed prove a true prophet. And thex, 
Lester Frere——” 

“ What about Lester Frera, my dear! Is be 
here 1” interrupted @ voice from the fireside. 

Mr. Street laughed slowd- as he again crosse 
the room, and, drawing a chair close to that Ir 
which reclined his gentle wife, he seated himself 
at her side, 

“Lester Frere fs not here, then?’ she cou- 
tinued. “I thought I heard you speaklog of 
hip.” 

So I was, my dear,” replied her husband : 
" but only to an imaginary Lester Frere or rather 
to his photograph. But, my dear, are you wide 
awake now?” 





wondered at It, for she had hoped that the day 





"'] believe so, my dear,” 
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“I spoke to you s few minutes since, but re- 
celved no response, therefore I concluded you 
must bave been under the Infiaence of the 
drowsy-headed Morpheus, Otherwise you would 
not have been deaf to ray remark.” 

“No, I must have been asleep, I suppose, 
Hogb, Bat now what fs ft you want me to 
listen to?” 

‘J have been thinking In my own mind, my 
dear, that {b is high time that those two young 
people meet, and that they meet here for the 
first time. Now, Mre, Street, what do you say 


with you, Hugh, You see it 
would be such ap unfortunate thing, supposing 
she would fall in love with another before ecelng 
Lester.’ 

" Her own Idea, my dear! Yes, I re- 
member when she called to see me at my office 
respecting a tenant for the Manor Houee that she 
herself used that argament. Poor little Maude! 
I was sorely tempted then to teil her the name 
of the man whose photograph I could so wel! see 
had so taken her fancy ; and, in fact, had made 
so deep ao impression upon her. You see, know- 
ing what we do of her character, she is not one 
to be swayed by little things. No! If she were 
to fall in Jove with ® man, uo matter whether he 
be prince or beggar, ali would be sacrificed to 
that love. So that, all things considered, Icon- 
elder ib my duty to bring about a menting be- 
tween the two,” 

As Mr, Street concluded he turned his head, 
and looked earnestly down Into his wife's face. 

The latter smiled sweetly as she returned the 
look ; then putting forth her hand, so that It 
might resp in ber husband’s, she sald, in low 
toner,—- 

" Hagh, you remember how our happiness waa 
once being wrecked 1” 

“My dear, do not let us talk of the past!” 
replied the lawyer, clasping the small white hand 
that lay so passively within his, 

“T very often of it, Hugh; but not ia 
sadness; only in thankfulness that I was then 
allowed to use my heart’s truest feelings, and so 
secure to myself a good and loving husband at a 
~ when, if I had wavered bat for an fnstant, 


ag and en empty title. Ah, I 


too thankful that I was true to 
myself in those days i" 

‘* My dear wife was sorely tried, I know ; but 
bee she has had her reward,” replied the 

er. 

“My reward? Yes! Ten thousand times 
over!” earnestly replied his wife, as she looked 
up lovingly into her husband’s face. ' For what 
greater reward can any worean desire for any 
Hotle sacrifice that she may make thau to be ever 
at the side of a noble and loving husband ft” 

‘Heaven knows, I have tried to make al! the 
dont wily” anid the lawyers afiog hls lige on Ake 
dea e,” e er, on the 
msl), white hand he held with his aa 

Silence fell for a few minutes, while husband 
#4 wife eat on and thought his or her thoughts. 

fils reverted to that summer-time when he 
hai secretly courted the woman now altting at 
als side—secretly, for was she nob an heiress, 
acd was he not then very poor # : 
_ dere few swiftly back to that same summer- 
‘ine when the days seemed golden Indeed, as she 
si0od ‘neath the rustling beeches surrounding 
her ancestral home, and listed to the grave, but 
‘oving, tones of her lover, And then came the 
hour—the moment—-when she must decide 
Whether wealth or love was to be hers, 

And she had ecbosen the latter, even though 
be was near enough inhabiting the proverbial 
Nenes and ehe had never regretted ber cholce, 
ever 

“My dear, when shall we have them!” eked 
ber husband, presently. 

“One day next week will be convenient to me, 
igh. i day that you a se 
- we eay Wed y next, my 
Ceart And we can aek a few others ss well, so 
as to give those two greater tunity to steal 
away to the conservatory withoas fear of being 
*0 particularly noticed, By the bye, I wonder If 





Miller has remembergd to attend to my new 
fern? I put it quite away in the shade this 
morning, aud he may not have noticed it, I must 
go and see to ib,” 

“ And while you are gone I wil’ make onta 
list of people to ask for Wednesaay, and also 
plan out a menu,” repiled the wife, as her hus- 
band rose and prepared to leave the room to see 
to the welfare of his latest purchase for his con- 
servatory. ALS 


—— 


CHAPTER V, 


Lestzr Donor: was alone with bis easel and 
brush in the oak parlour. His hands were idle 
at present, for the deepening twilight was against 
his work. His hands were ‘dle, bub nod his 
thoughte—far from it, 

From the canvas stretched fn front of him 
appesred the woll-shaped head, the very hair, the 
dark eyes, of Maude Raymond, though he knew 
her not by that name. His own glorious orbs 
were fixed on the sweet-looklog face as he leaned 
back {diy in bis chair, 

He smiled to himself ss be dreamed his own 
sweet dream—a dream ia which two figures—hlie 
own and this other—were wandering together 
through the beautiful grounds which he could 
eo plainiy see through the open window. 

fled as he dreamed of the sweet red lips 
upturned to mest his own, Ah! delicious 
moments! Bat the-dream, with all ita fair 
imagery, vanished, as the cruel fact presented 
Itself to his mind—the bare, cruel fact that he 
did not know the name of this beautifal girl 
whom he had learnt to love so well, though 
a one short meeting had taken place between 

m, 

A sigh czcaped him, as he thoughi also of the 
hopelessness of hie longicg and yearning for this 
fair maiden, whose picture he had so faithfully 

on the canvas opposite him-—a proof of 

w love can also atrergthen the powers of 


memory, 

Hopeless he knew his longing to be fn one 
sense ; for, was he not bound in honour to another 
till the word was spoken to release him } 

Yes ; he acknowledged {t all, bub still the fact 
was powerless to keep him from loving the strange 
beauty whose face and form had captivated him 
at one encounter. 
ra os “s there still, — _— shadows ever 

peulog, sioging of 8 gradually sub- 
siding into the occasional " chirp, chir,” 4 each 
feathered songster sought {te retreat for the 
coming uight—sat on still! The etars came ont 
overhead, and the cool dew descended on the hob 
_ and lulled navare’s tired-out children to 


p. 

Re eat on wondering over many things, and 
thinklog not a little of the sad tale connected 
with the very room which ke now occupied, He 
pletured the ghost to bimseif as bearing the 
same face and form of the girl he had portrayed 
on his canvas—-pictured it thas, and knew noi for 
an instant how near he was to the mark, 
acne he known fe ae are yt = ab 

® picturesque at Ric’ » koeeling at 
the feet of his Idol shrine, pleading in his mellow 
tones for the right to love and be loved In ro- 
tu 


rm. 

Meanwhile he muat be content with the riches 
memory threw In his way, and pase the lo 
summer evenings fn ae bright a an 
fancies of the futare, should it ever be his lot to 
hold the loved ons in his arms, and rain sweet 
kisses on her soft cheeke, ‘ 

Lights were brought, windows were closed; 
all the sweet ecent of flowers shut ont, and with 
the former disappeared all the illusory dreams fo 
which he had been indulgiog. Soon after Mrs, 
Dent appeared, bearing on a salver a single en- 


Lester Damon’ took it up carelessly enough, 
and laid it down beside him, while he detained 
the housekeeper to Indulge in a little harmless 
gouip. Had he known what the contents of the 

letter were to bring him of happiness, 
it is scarcely probable he would have been con- 
tent to delay one moment before opening it, 

Bat eo i often fa in life. Oar greatest joyr, 





our supremest moments of bliss come thus to ns 
unawares, and we treat them as of Ifttle or no 
moment till fully aroused to oxamine them 
closely, or till we have to part enddenly from 
them, 

At length Mrs. Dent remembored ber supper, 
and Lester Dumont thought of his eveaing pipe. 
This latter article ley iu close proximity to ihe 
discarded letter, therefore it was but nataral 
that his eye should fall on the latter. 

Mra, Dent being gone he tock it up careleasly, 
muttering to himseif, ‘‘ From Street,” and then 
proceeded to open {It lelsurely with hls penknife. 

The fow short sentences, written fn the solicl- 
tor’s busineselike hand, did not give him much 
pleasure, at least, jadging by the elight frown 
that momentarily croesed hie brow, For the iu- 
vitation to attend a dinner-party, at which the 
fair owner of the Manor House was to be present, 
brought no feeling of pleasure to him. 

Still he felt he must not refuse, nelther must 
he neglect to furnish a portfolio with one of his 
latest sketches of the Manor House and its eur- 
roundings. His aim then was to be brought 
into fall play to help amuse the fair owner, of 
whom he had heard so much from her devoted 
housekeeper. 

Wednesday was the day named, and the hour 
seven. Sothe intervening time was devoted to 
touching up the unfialshed work, aod placing the 
same carefully In an artistic-looking receptacle. 

At the close of this part of his task a sudden 
whim eeizad him to devote a placein the same 
to the face and form of the beautiful girl whore 
dark beauty had made euch ead havoc fu bis 
heart, Yes, he decided he would take it to act 
asa talisman In case the charms of Maude Ray- 
mond, the lovely heiress, should prove powerfal 
enough to sway bim for a moment from his 
allegiance to the fair unknown, 

* * * o o 

** Ab, Damont, am glad to eee you here! But 
you are very late,” was Mr. Street's creeting to 
his guesb, as the latter advanced up the long and 
brilifantly lit drawing-room just os the clock 
was striking the hour of seven on the night of 
the dinner-party. 

** Am I late} ’ inquired Lester Damont, letting 
his eyes rove round the room meanwhile, as 
though in search of someone, 

“Late? My dear fellow, what a question, 
when Ihave been looking for you for the last 
half-hour! And now you have lost your chance, 
for the present, at any rate,” the genial host 
added, with a glance and a smile In the direction 
where stood a young lady robed In pure, soft 
white lace: Her face was turned partially away 
fromthe advancing couple, as she laughed and 
chatted with an elderly man, who seemed all too 
pleased and delighted to find himself her com- 
panion for the time, 

“ Ah, then I am Indeed sorry |” replied Lester 
Damont, as his host’a glance made him under- 
stand his implied meaning, 

**Bat let me introduce you to one another, at 
any rate,” continned the latter, as they now 
reached the end of the room, 

** Misa Raymond,” he went cr, approaching the 
young lady ia white, “ may I iotroduce an old 
friond of mine to you? Mr, Lester Damont— 
Miss Maude Raymond.” 

The girl turned slowly, and gave one careless 
glance in the direction of her host's ‘ old friend.” 

He, too, glanced up ; their eyes met. 

“What a thrill passed through the frame of 
each, as this mutual recognition took place | 

Batthere was no time then for farther con- 
versation, as at that moment the signal was 
given, and the party saliled forth into the dining. 
room, Maude Raymond upon the arm of the 
elderly man, and Lester Damont following in 
wake with a "' would-be young ” lady al! radiant 
in vivid green satin and fiaxen ringlets, 

The dinner passed by merrily enough, but two 
of the party were secretly chafing at the long 

eof the many courser, ani longed for the 
time when they should befree to converse apart. 

Lester Damont was obliged to smile and 
answer his companioa’s nervous questions re- 
specting his ideas on Government questiour, and 
so forth, as cheerfly as bis feelings woald allow 
him, and content himself with an occasional 
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glance across the table to where eat the lovely 
girl whom he had met but once before, but to 
whom his whole heart had been given, regardless 
of consequencea, 

He attered himself that she returned vhese 
giaucer, and that, when this was the case, he 
fancied a deeper shade maniled fn her cheeks, 
and that her eyes drooped prettily before his 
ardent gez3. 

At last the sigual to return to the drawing- 
room waa given by the hostess, and the ladies 
passed out. A few minutes later and Lester 
Damont found himself leaning against the 
crimson curtains which, In a measure, formed a 
screen around the deep embrasure where 
reclined the beautiful mistress of his present 
residence, y 

She was alone; and, as he approached, her 
large dark eyes had been ratsed to his, then 
quickly lowered, while a vivid blush overspread 
her face. He knew now that the girl whom he 
had met fo Yelham Woods, and whom he had so 
secretly worshiped ever elnce, was one and the 
same with the beautiful heiress, Mazde Reymond, 
of whom he had beard somewhat from his friend 
Mr. Street. 

But this knowledge had brought him great joy ; 
for— 

Bat that wae his secret | 

And so be stood aad locked down and noted 
the varying expressions sweeping acros: the lovely 
counberance so near his. 

She seemed conscious of his presence there ; 
and yet, stravgs to relate of her, so accustomed 
to the world’s meaningless “nothings,” she 
maintained a studied silence. 

Oaly the ever-changing shade of carmine in ber 
oval cheeks, and the constant plucking at the 
bouquet of stephanotis which she carried, betrayed 
her. 

Aud then Tester Damont, noting that her 
companion of the table war just entering, and 
fearful lest he should intrude upon them, spoke 
—only a few common-plaee words, suggested by 
the restless employment of the small gloved hands 
before him. Only that! 


Bat the girl to whom they were addressed 
wae quick to note the suppressed agitation In 
the speaker's voice. Gilanciog up with her 
amg eyes, she laughingly replied to his ques- 

on, — 

* Am I fond of flowers, Mr, Dumont? Yee, I 
am—paselonately, Bat one would not judge 20 
to see destruction and havoc that I am causing 
this dear, eweet atephanotis, Ah! there goos s 
large spray |” 

As Maude Rsymond spoke ehe bent her head 
and put forth one hand to stay the sweet and 
fragrant spray of pure white blossoms which her 
fingers had jast detached from thelr reating-p'ace 
anid the cool green mafdenhafr ferr. 

But Lester Damont was before her. His 
fingers closed upon the blossoms, and with a low 
bow and a glance which sesmed to ask permission 
to keep the same he Jaid the spray on the lace 
folde of her white dress, 


‘Thank you so much, Mc. Dumont, I will try 
and replace {i where It was befcre, and keep my 
fingers from farther destruction.” 

“Such lovely looking blossoms are certainly 
worbhy of a better fate,” quietly remarked her 
companion, thenadded: ‘' Perhaps you have not 
yet seen Mr, Screet’s flowers and ferns? No? 
Then may I be allowed to be your escort? I can 
promfse you that you will not ba di:appolnted, 
Will you come, Miss Raymond ?” 

Silently, and merely bowing elightly in 
acqutescence, the lovely helress rose, and, p 4 
her emall gloved fiagere ou her companion's arm, 
allowed him to lead her away In the direcifon of 
the lawyer's conservatory. 

This was the man of business’ one recreation, 
and id was fally worthy of the repeated encomiums 
that ft received from vieltors, it was very spa- 
clous, with bere and there a eof<ly eplashing foun- 
tain arising amid a perfect forest of palms and 
other exotica. 

Rustic seats were dispersed here and there, and 
in such & manner that their occupants could nob 
be seen by other promenaders, 

“* What a charmiog placa, Mr. Damont!” 





exclaimed the heiress, as she stopped fn front | 
of a buge bank of ete gy tea roses. 

**T am so glad you ad it, Mise Raymond ! 
When I come to see our host I always make my 
way here at once and pay my court to all these 
eweet blossoms,” 

“ Bat you have but jast come from Garmauy, 
I belleve, Mr. Dumont !” 

*'Yer. Ihave spent many years there now 
Mies Raymond, I only returned a few months 
since ; and at present [am your falthfal tenant 
of the Manor House,” Lester Damont concluded, 
bowing and smiling, as be let bis gez2 fall on bis 
lovely companton, 

"Please don’t mention the Manor House!” 
— the girl, while a shadow crossed her 


“Tam sorry if I have spoken of anything 
unpleasant to Miss Raymond ; but to me every- 
connected with the-with my present 
residence—seems so fraught with beauty and 
happiness, that [am already deeply fo love with 
the old place!” 

A sigh broke from the girl at his side os 
Lester Damont concluded, while, disengaging 
her hand from‘ her companion’s arm, she 
suddenly leant forward and buried her fece 
In a perfect mass of fragrant heliotrope, while 
& puzzled took stole over Lester Damont’s hand- 
some countenance as he watched her. 

Silence fell then for a few minutes, during 
which Mande Raymond wandered restlessly to 
and fro from hellotrope to tea-rose, while ever 
and anon a slight sigh escaped her, 

“You will wonder greatly, I daresay, Mr. 
Damont, ot my exbfbliing such great dislike 
to your present abode!” she sald, presently, 
stopping and confronting him with her large, 
dark eyes. 

“T muaet confess I am rather pozzled for a 
reason, Miss Raymond. Ths house Itself is 
delightfully quiet, and the grouads are so lovely, 
that at first, | must repeat, fam puzzled to assign 
ton why the same should be displeasing to 
you D 

Lester Damont’s quick and earnest gaze again 
acrutinised the a at his aide, but no 
response came from red lips. Her dark eyes 
bent themselves studiously on the waxen flowers 
of her bouquet, and agala her fingers com- 
menced plucking nervously at the blossome, 
Once again the spray became detached from its 
fern, and it fell at Lester Damont’s feet, aud 
there lay, gleaming white against the dark 
mosaic tiles. 

“My poor, dear flowers !” she murmared then, 
and looked ab her companion. 

He stooped low and gathered them up from 
their lowly rosting-place. 

Then, scting on the impulse of the moment, be 
ralsed the waxen petals to his lips; then handed 
them to her with one swift, impassioned glance 
from his giorfous eyes. 

She blushed crimson as she received them 





from him; bat this time ehe did not replace 
them among the ferna, but held them delicately 
between her gloved fingers. 

Both stood allently wafting for the other to 
speak first—both hearts full and overflowing 
with feelings that only love can {mpart—both 
silent ; both deeply agitated. 

He was the frst to break the eflence. 

Drawing a little nearer, and loweriug his dark 
head, he said Nghtly--and yet there was eucha 
ring of passion in his tones,— 

“Miss Raymond, would you deem {t great 
presumption if I begged some slight token from 
you, one trifle, to bear away with me in memory 
of this present happy time spent here with you 
amid these lovely flowers {”’ 

A slight rustling of the lace on her bodice 
and a deeper tinge in her cheeks, were the 
only signa by which he could teil that she was 
even listening, so wrapt up fa her flowera she 
seemed, 

*' Migs Raymond, I grant that it fs great pre- 
sumption on my part; but If {> were only one 
single petal—-one elngle leaf from the ferns you 
carry—I would cherish 10 {in memory of the short 
spell of bliss allowed me in company with one 
whom I could almost wish fate bad willed I 
should never meet |” 





The passionate ring in his voice made her 
glance up then; and fn that one glance she 
allowed all her soul to be read by her companion, 

Bat still slleutly she stood, only now she gently 
held forth the spray of stephanotie. 

Lester Damont took it from her, and placiog 
it carefaily away after once agaiu raising {t to 
his lips, he exclaimed — 

"Yea; I would that fate had never willed that 
we should meet !” 

“Why ?” the cound was almost Inaudible, but 
Lester Dumont bt it. . 

‘* Because there is no hope for me that this 
one m may be followed by others, Miss 
Raymond, though I could wish {t were otherwise, 
with ell my heart. Bat I am not free to choose 
for myself.” 

"We are alike then, Mr. Dumont!” mar- 
mured the girl, softly, 

“Yes! Ah! I have heard tho story from— 
from a friend, Miss Raymond. Bab still there {: 
hope for you,” Lester Damont continued, 
glancing keenly down at the girl at his alde. 

“How?” she questioned esgerly, slightly 
raising her dark eyes, and letting them rest on 
the grey ones so anxiously watching her. 

“ You are not o to marry the man.” 

‘Not Batl have to forfelb the Manor 
Houee and a large eum of money.” 

* Bat you would not mind that?” 

“Nol a thousand times, no! I would never 
bind — to » man ‘and thos make myself 
miserable just for the sake of a venerable old 
| eee afew hundreds. Never! I will sacri- 
ce all, for I feel I can never marry that man 
now! 


The last word ever eo softly, as though 
not Intended for companion; but he heard 
It, aevertheless, and something like look of 
pleasure and triamph flashed over his face. 

Ab ! how he.longed to clasp that lovely form 
fo his armz, and pour forth into her oar his 
ae: avowal of love! But he restrained 

a rolghty effort, and repiied,— 

“ And I, too, feel that my task will be harder 
pow that I have met you, Miss Raymond.” 

A quick sign, a brief clasping of her gloved 
fingers, and then she asked,— 

% You have seen this woman whom you are to 


tt Yes 1 ” 

* She fs beautiful $” 

‘Very, very beautifal, Miss Reymond.” 

“And you love her?” spoken in quick, 
agitated tones as though ashamed to put the 
question, 

Bat she felt compelled to do so, She wae 
carried away by the ugly a demon, and could 
not bear that this man, whom she so passionately 
loved, should confess to loving another. 

“ Miss Raymond, how fs it possible that I can 
love one whom I have seen but once f” 

A lbtle sigh of relief came from the girl's 
heart. Then she turned her head and glanced 
round at the scene before her. 

** Miss Raymond |" 

She was all attention egain. 

‘*Miss Raymond! pardon me, but—do you 
love thie man to whor you are promised |” 

The colour faded from her cheeks, while large 
tears walled into the beautiful dark eyer, as, 
clasping her hands, she glanced up Into the 
glowing eyes regarding her so intently, and re- 


Pp — 

“Love him! oh, no, I am sure I never can 
now 1” 

If the words themselves, and the stress on the 
Inet Little word were not sufficient to prove the 
sincerity of her avowal, the mute, sppealiog 
glacce wea more than svfficlent. 

All unconsclously she had lald bare ber very 
soul to this man whom she had met bub once, 
but whom she s loved ! 

And he? Again the impulse to clasp ber to 
his heart was nearly overcoming him, but he put 
it aside, and only remarked, quletly,— 

“ Fate has been unkind to us both, Misa Ray: 
mond; but, who knows, perhaps—perhaps she 
may be kinder to us in the future?” 

Softly spoken, and with head lowered to 4 
close proximity to the pretty one, bending sgaia 
over the fragrant blossoms, 





as 


xe oo a. & 











Nov. 18, 1899. 


THE LONDON READER, 








129 











A deep sigh was the girl’s only reply. 

Aod then came an fnterruption In the person 
of the host himself, who came as an ambassador 
from the rest of the company to beg that the 
artist would show them his sketches. 

And so the trio turned away to rejoin the 
others. Loud murmurs of praise and admiration 
arose on all sides as Lester Dumont drew forth 
sketch after sketch, and held {t up for inspection, 
while Maude Raymond stood near at hand, and 
gaved with deeper aversion than ever upon the 
drawings, of the place to which she had taken 
such @ > dislixe—a dislike which had been 
greatly creased by her late interview with the 
artist, 

Stooping forward to lbok at the one now 
being exhibited, her glance fell on the open 
portfolio. 

Face upwards, and lying on the next painting, 
was the photograph of a young gicl—a young 
girl, with pretty smiling mouth and large ever, 
Mande Raymond's cheeks paled as she looked on 
it for an instant only, The next and the owxer 
of it had noticed It, and quietly picked {t up and 
pudit away In bis pocket; but not before his 
gience had met that of the beautifal heiress—-a 
glance which brought the hot colour to his brow, 
and caused her to turn away to hide her emotion, 
And so the evening wore away, and the time for 
dispersing arrived. 

One long, Mogering clasp of the hand, and 
then Maude Raymond and Lester Damont bade 
farewell to each other for many a long day, 


4 


CHAPTER VI. 


** Max old fellow, I am delighted to ses you |” 

“And I you, Lester! Bat how thin and pale 
you look !” ‘ 

“Dol? Ab! well I have had a nasty touch 
of eomet or the other, and it has pulled me 
down a bin, Bat, sit down, mein freund, 
and takea weed with me, Your presence alone 
makes me feel better !” 

‘Ach, that sounds good!” replied the fair. 
balred German, as he wheeled forward a low 
chair for himeelf, and picked ont a cigar from the 
open box proffered him by his friend, 

A few minates’ allence, while both were busily 
occupied In mavipulating and Hghting their 
cigars preparatory to » good smoke ; then Lester 
Damont spoke, 

* And Elise, Max? Iwas 20 glad to geb the 
lester and the photograph !” 

A deep flush epread Itself all over the 
German's fair countenance ss he looked up 
and caught the merry twinkle in the eyes 
regardiog his. A 

* Ach, mein Elise!” he murmured, softly. 

His companion laughed softly as he con- 
tinued,— 

a - se for me to wa ga Max, old 
ellow was a true pro ‘ou that 
day on the hill-sides, Pssst Adis 

‘“Oaly ib was too much for me to belleve,” 
{oterrupted Max Kron. 

"TI believe you were jealous of me in those 
days, Max?” : 

“No, no; nod jealous, only I always acknow- 
ledged to myself the greater advantage of per- 
sonsl attraction that you possessed. And you 
know, Lester, that such inflaence has much to do 
with winntog s maiden’s heart?” 

"Yes, Leuppose so, Bat Iam glad Elise has 
shown her good taste, and chosen a man who 
will make her as good a husband as ts to be 
gained in all the world |” 

" Ach, now, you flatter me, Lester.” 

“ Wher fs Ib to be, Max?” 

*‘Ina month's tlae, I have just run over to 
get @ few things towards farnishing— 
Somethiog prettler and Ughter than is to be 
procured in our land, My little Eusee fs fond of 


pretty things.”’ 

none again, hme ne ffed away. Then 
4x Kron leant forward, and, earnestly regard- 

ing his friend, asked,— 


“ And the fair belreas, Is she reconciled to 
her fate?” 


Lester Frere atarted, and colonred vividly, 


**We have met, Max,'’ was all he said. 

* Ach |” was all the response his friend gave ; 
then looked up eagerly for more. 

** Yeu, we have met,” continued Lester Frere, 
“and I find her all that heart con wich, Bub I 
have seen so much of women’s want of falth, 
that I thought I would walt awhile before making 
myself known to my fair heiress-bride in my 
proper person ; though Heaven knows, how hard 
the task has been to me!” 

“ Aud the meeting was favonrable!” 

“Yes. I loved her at first sight, Max ; in fact, 
I could not help myself!” 

* And she 1” 

Lester Frere smiled gently as he replied, — 


love me. 

* Ach, that fs well!” said the German; then 
added, ‘But when do you meet again? and 
when do you mean to declare yourself to her 1” 

*Soon—very soon, Next week 1 go down to 
take up my abode for a short time In the nelgh- 
bourhood of the old Manor House, where she Is 
at present, and then Fate must work the rest!” 

* Well, old fellow, I wish you good luck, I am 
sure ; aud when the event comes off I want you 
to promise to bring your bride over to the doar 
Fatherland, where | can promise In Elise’s name, 
ae well as my own, that she will receive a hearty 
welcome for her aake ae well as for the eake of 
my good and true friend. Now I must be going, 
as I have made an appointment with a man who 
understands furniture, and so or, and he fs to 
take me to Inspect # large warehouse, So fare- 
well, Lester, my old friend, till we meet again 1” 

Max Kron rose as be spoke, and held forth his 
band to his companion, It was taken by the 
latter and warmly, 

“ Good-bye, Max, old fellow! Remember me 
to Elise, and teil her I expect-——-, But no, 
something may yet happen!” broke off Lester 
Frere, 

“Come when you will, Lester, E:ise and I 
shall always be more than glad to welcome you,” 
were Max Kron’s final words as he turned away, 


(Continued on page 136 ) 








CLIFFE COURT. 
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Unber ordinary conditions Arline Lester would 
have found life at the Chase a very pleasant sod 
luxurioue thing compared with the frugal econo- 
mies she had always been forced to practise In 


in a position to look under the surface, and her 
anxiety on Alicia’s behalf grew deeper as she 
saw how little Sir Ascot Carlyon thought of or 
cared for the woman who bore his name. 

They rarely met more than once a day at 


had In a measure relapred into his bachelor 
habits, and frequently sper) the evening ont, 
or entertained male friends at parties where a 
only have proved a 


The one thing she had to care for, and which 


idolatry, was her baby. She would aid by bis 
cradle watching him for hours together, and ab 
night, instead of letting his nurse take him, she 
always insisted on having him with her. It 
seemed as If she feared to let bim out of her 
sight for a moment longer than was abeolutely 


“What she would do If anythiug were to 


“ He has filled the place in her 
heart that should be her husband’s, and that 
was Mejor Stuart’s; but if he were taken 
from her, she would die, or go mad, or—some- 
worse |” 

And she was not for wrong in her surmise. 





of Arline’s presence and sympathy, she bad care- 





ad Well, Max, ! think she would soon learn to | 


CHAPTER Ill. . 


her northern home; but unfortunately she was 


dinner, and not always then, for the Baronet 


she clung to with a love that almost amounted to 


to him Heaven only knows!’ Arline 


After that first night, when the barriers of 
her reserve had broken down under the inflaence 





fally abstoined from uttering a word of her 
private sorrows, and had even done her best to 
evince that, if not happy, she was at lenat con- 
tent. Ia good truth, she had always tried her 
hardest to ba a thonghtfal and enbmissive wife 
and leave no groind of complaint for her hue 
band, and co far she had succeeded—the time was 
swiftiy approaching when she would find sub- 
raission ap impossibility, 

She was sitting alone one morning at her desi 
when Sir Ascot joined her, and looked over her 
shoulder, 

‘*Whom are you writing tot” he demanded, 
throwing himee!f into an arm-chair opposite. 

"To Cilfle Court. We are invited to dine 
there next week.” 

** And you are accepting 1” 

“Nol I fatended saying we had previous 
engogement, You told me to do a0 when I asked 
you about ib yesterday morning.” 

‘Tt remember, but I have altered my mind 
since then. I thonght the Oliffes were alone, 


| — as you know, I'm not particularly fond of 


aster Hubert ; but this morning I met him 
a with the Countess de Roubaix, 
Sealhenes 

You think her presance will 
difference?” Lady Carlyon added, 
serenely as he paused, 

“Ip te well calculated to, I should fmagine, 
for she is very handsome, and from the few 
words I heard her ssy I fancy she [fs witty and 
entertaining, Ab all events, we will accept the 
invitation,” 

**I suppose,” Alicia, said, hesitating, 
would not care to go without me 3” 

** Why don’t you want to come?” 

‘Because of Arline. You see she Is not 
invited, and she might think !t unkind of me to 
leave her alone.” ° 

“Rubbish! She can’t expect you to refasa 

our nelghbour’s hospitalities on her account ? 

f she Goes, the sooner she is undecelved the 
better. By the bye, Alicia, I have come te you 
on rather ap unpleasant matter,” he drew his 
chair up nearer, and locked round to see that the 
door was fastened. “I want you to write to 
Mr, Bayliss, and tell him to prepare a mortgage 
deed on part of these estates, The fact le, | have 
to ralse some money, and ashe fs your trasiee as 
well as your lawyer be will require an authority 
from you to enable him to go op with the 
matter,” 

Alfela, watching him very intently, fancled 
that uuder the apparent carelessness cf his 
manner there was a certain restless anxleby ; and 
little used to business as she was, it ab once 
struck her this request of his must be of come 
importance, 

“ You want to raise money?” she echoed in 
surprke. ‘ Why you got fifty thousand pounde 
last yea: through the sale of that farm that 
Caastance bought, did you not ?"’ 

“What has that to do with It?” he retorted, 
ircitably, ‘I have not sought an interview with 
you for the purpose of discussing what 1 did in 
the poet, but to make arrangements for the 
future.” 

“I think you are very extravagant, Ascot ; 
you cannot possibly have spent all that money 
in so short a time without gambling In some 
way or other, and that you promised yop would 
abandon when I consented to the sale of the 
Glebe property. My income Is, or was, a large 
one, and ought to be sufficient for our necessities 
withoud attacking the princ!pal.”” 

“You need nob remind me of your wealth, 
and my own comparative poverty,” he said, 
bitterly. ‘‘ Our marriage was a fair exchange—1 
gave you a title in return for your riches,” 

Alicta was silent, keenly sbung by the taunt, 
although it carried no truth with {, 

“The mistake was that I ever consented to 
that precious marriage settlement of yours,” ho 
continued, with gloomy anger. ‘* What does 
woman know of money matters, and why 
should she have anything to do with them! If 
I had my way the whole feminine sex should be 
debarred from all such things. However, this is 


make aA 
smiling 


*$ you 


hardly to the point. The fact ls I want money, 
and monvy I must have,” 








“ Ascot,” sald his wife, laying an earnest 
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hand on his shoulder, “have you broken your 
word to me, and gone on with racing and bettivg.” 

His eyes fell under her clear scratlay, and he 
shook off the gentle touch, 

‘If by ‘racing’ you mean running a couple of 
horses I must plead guilty,” be replied, with an 
uneasy laugh, ‘As to my promise, you must 
remember Ton forced into it, so you can hardly 
wonder I should make a mental reservation. 
Listen to me, Alicla”—his tone changed; “I 
am in a dilemmas, and help me out of ib you 
must,” 

She did not reply, and he went on,— 

“Thst fifty thousand pounds only just seb me 
on my legs, did not by any means clear me, and 
ao I resolved to make a venture at Newmarked, 
and {ff {t had been succesafal I should have netted 
a pretty good sum ; as it was, I lost through the 
d——d treachery of a jockey, and, of course, I 
found myself tenfold more involved than before— 
debts of honour, Alicia, which are bound to be 
paid, or I lose caste for ever. Now, I have 
another horse, which is certain to win the races 
for which I have entered him ; but, in the mean- 
time, what I owe must be setticd, and the only 
way of managing {i is a mortgage. I will pay it 
off directly I have the money, [ give you my 
honour.” 

Allcla’s lip curled rather contemptuously, Sir 
Ascot’s “honour” when pledged to a woman 
was not a thing to trusd to, 

‘“You must let me think this over,” she eaid, 
ad length, fa a low voles, 

"Tu requires no shiaking. The fsch that Isay I 
wish !¢ should be enough for any dutifal wife,” 

'* Have you aught to reproach me with fn that 
particular, Ascot? Have I not done all in my 
power to leave you nothing to complain of }” 

"I don’t kuow—perhsps, I suppose we are 
much the same as other couples.” 

“Thope not—with al! my heart, J hope not |" 
she exclaimed, {ovoluntarily, 

He locked at her and laughed. 

“Well, be that ae ib may, you have now an 
opportunity of proving your obedience, aad dolog 
your duty, 

“My duty fa a divided one. I have to re- 
member my boy,” she sald, gravely, 

“ Aad you place him before your husband. A 
model wife, indeed} You wili make me wish he 
had never been born.” 

Sho grew very pale, and turned away, and “ir 
Ascot saw how great a mistake he had made, 

“Core, come, Alicia!” he said, putting his 
hand on her arm, “I did nob mean to offend you, 
bab you muet confess it is hard to see a baby pre- 
terred to me in everything.” 

* Toere is no one but me to think of him, you 
take no interest In hie welfare.” 

“Nonsense! Every man must take an Interest 
la bla own child, particnlerly when that child 
happens te be his helr, so don’t make a fool of 
yourself by saying unreasonable things, To come 
back to our starting point, will’ you write to Mr. 
BayNss to-day and tell him to prepare the deed }”” 

*“T will write to him,” shoe answered, with an 
evarion he did not perceive, 

“There's a good girl. Why the deuce could 
you nod consent at firs’, without) making all this 
fues} Now can I do anything for you--would 
you ~y me to take you for a drive, or ride with 
you ” 

“ Neither, thank you. I am golng for a walk 
with Arline, directly after luncheon,” 

“Arg you will,” he said, preparing to leave. 
‘By the bye,” he added, turning round when he 
reached the door, “I met @ friend of yours at 
the Sonam last night—who do you think tb 
was?” 

“1 don’t know,” apathetically, 

' Goes!” 

“How can If My circle of acqulantances fs 
& large one,” 

‘“E did not say acquaintances; the person I 
refer to waa something more than that,” 

A deep fiush coloured Alicia's face from the 
throat to brow at the significance of his tone, but 

he only looked at him ingairingly, 

_ "Tees you have an inkling of who I menn— 
Major Scuart, or rather, Colonel Staart, for he 
has been promoted lately, He has altered » good 
dea!, looks alot older than when I saw him last,” 





Did you~did you speak to him ?” she asked, 
her lips white and dry. 

“T bad no alternative, for Hubert Cilffe was 
with him, and we were brought faca to face by. 
Mrs, Molynecx. Isuppose he and Cliffe are 
ae great friends as eysr—another .Eaeas and 
Achates,” 

When she was alone, Alicia sat still on her 
chatr, her hands clasped tightly together across 
her bosom. Her heart was beating so rapidly 
that she poridvely could nob move, and recollec- 
tions, which she had hitherto banished, came over 
her in a flood, almost frightening her by their 
vividness, 

She had striven very hard, and, as she fancied, 
succeeded {n rooting ont har love for Baali Stuart, 
and, lo{ the mere mention of his name, the 
thought of his being near, were sufficient to bring 
back all the old tendernegs, even though ehe was 
the wife of another man, and the movher of hls 
child | 


She threw herself down on the couch, and bid 
her hot face in the cushions. 

“T ought to die of shame!” che safd to herself 
with fierce self-reproach. ‘‘ How can I ever hold 
up my head amongst honest women, if, being 
married, I allow this unholy love to have dominion 
over mes? Whatcan I do to kill ft? What-can 
I do—what can I dol” 


CHAPTER IV. 


Currre Court was 6 bleze of light from garret 
to basement, and an outsider, viewing it from a 
distance, might have fancied some gala was going 
on—the fact that Lord Oliffe was giving a dinner- 
party would hardly have esemed snflicient exense 
for euctran illumination, 

In the large reception-room--commonly called 
the Blae Dcawing-room—Hubert Cliffs and his 
uncle were waltiog to receive thelr guests, both 
{o evening dress, and both presentiog a very eatie- 
factory, although different, type of an Kaglish 
gentleman. 

The room was large and lofty, with a painted 
celliog, and a mantelpiccs carved by the great 
Gibon, the walls were panelled ia white and gold, 
Interspersed wiih mirrors that reached from floor 
to celilng, and which re ‘lected in enclices vistas 
the dalnty appolatments and lvxarious furniture. 
A great crystal chandeller hung In the centre, bub 
fostead of gas, was filled wi:h wax candles, dcz:ne 
of which alao barned iu sconces fixed in different 
parte of the room, and threw a sof, mellow light 
around, 

‘* What's the matter, Hebert?” said Lord 
Cilffe, suddenly, observing s half-puzz'ed frown 
on his nephew's brow, “aren’t all the arrango- 
ments to your satisfaction?” 

** Yes, quite ; only it just struck ms that we 
might prasibly be on the brink of an awkward 
contretemps, Yesterday I met Stuart, acd asked 
him to come to-night, quite forgetting that we 
had already Invited the Carlyon’s, ard, unforta- 
nately, he accepted.” 

© Why, ‘unfortunately ’?” 

‘Well, he and Lady Carlyon were engaged 
once, you know, and [am not quite sure that a 
meeting would be pleasant t> elther of them.” 

“T don’t think there fs any causes to fear a 
scene,” remarked Lord Cliffe, after a moment's 
thovght, “Stuart isa man of the world—not 
at all given to weariog his heart on hia sleeve, 
and Lady Oarlyon herself is too perfectly we'l 
bred not to be entire mistress of her emotionr.” 

“Oh! yer, I know that, but poselbly they 
may both think I was to blame for subjecting 
them to the test, whereas the fact Is I had realiy 
forgotten all about the matter when I spoke to 
Stuart.” 

** Better for her if she had married htm {nstead 
of that scamp Carlyon—io’s my opinion he is 
going to the doga at the rate of an express 


“T think so, too,” responded Hatert, “and 
I'm sorry for her sake—abe is one of the most 
chariaing women I have ever met,” 

‘As charming as Lady Da Roubaix?” in- 

ulred his uncle, slyly. 

‘That's hardly a falr question ; comparlzons 





between the two are impostible,’ the young man 
answered, and as he spoke the door opened, and 
the lady.in question came in. 

Amore radfant vision than Clarice, Conners 
De Roubatx, i is impossible to imagine. She 
was In the full maturity of her beauty, and all 
that art could do to render her loveliness more 
brilliant had been done, 

She wore a dress of very <silente ivory satin, 
trimmed with costly lace that fell abont her 
exquieite arms and bust; a large bouquet of 
dark crimeon roses trafled across her corsage, and 
4 single bud, nestling {n green leaves, was pinned 
bya diamond arrow amoog the thick braide of 
her black hair—hafr that rippled low down over 
a white forehead, and ren the softness of 
her complexion all the more striking. 

To was a peculiar complexton, such as is rarely 
seen in Kogland—cream white, lighted up by a 
wonderful glow of carmine on the cheeks, and 
vivid scarlet lips, whove rich curves might, per- 
haps, have been a trifie too voluptuous to please 
some critlos, bub whose beauty it was impossible 
for the mozt captious to deny, 

"Am I to play hostess on this festive occa- 
sion!” she asked, smiling, as she came and stood 
between the two gentlemen, 

“OF course; who fis there more fitting than 
yourself for the office?” demanded Lord Cilffe, 
taking her hand and raleing it to his lips. 

She had already completely fascinated him by 
her beavty, as well as by the pains she had been 
a5 to secure his admiration, 

‘* Cortataly, I am pretty well azed to the task 
but you must remember I don’t know any of the 
county celebrities I am to mest to-nlght—they 
will be al! strangers,” 

“ You should congratulate yourself, then, inas- 
much aa you find another world to conquer,” re- 
jolned the Viscount, gallantly. 

She swept him a pretty curteey. 

“What s courtly flatterer you are, Uncle 
Everard! You would make me believe I was 
still In France if your appearance were not #0 
very unlike a Gauls. By the bye ”—tarning to 
Habert—‘"‘ what do you think of my dress! [ 
got {t direct from Parts.” 

‘He hasn't had time to think of the dress 
yet,” futerposed Lord Cliffe, ‘His eyes bave 
not strayed beyond the face of the wearer, as I 
can bear witness,” 

“Why don’t you allow bim to speak for him- 
self—ian’t he capable of doing 1s” asked the 
Countess, letting her full, dark eyes rest on the 
young man. 

"My uncle doesn’t give mea chance,” laughed 
Hubert. ‘However, as be has expresesd my 
feelings of admiration so prettily I cap hardly 
quarre! with him for taking the words out of my 
mouth,” 

“But were they your feellng:?” she sald, in 
a low volcs, as Lord Oliffe left them, and opened 
one of the windows bo look out, 

* Certainly, you surely cannot think me so un- 
appreciative as to doubt ft.” 

"T don’t know. You are rather difficult to 
please, I fancy.” 

‘AmI! If thatis the case then I pay you a 
compliment all the higher by my admiration. 
Your bracelet is unclasped, May I fasten it for 

ont” 

4 She extended her arm—a round, beautifal’y- 
moulded arm—with skin ae smooth as satin and 
fair as Ivory, and after Hubert had secared the 
glittering ruby band that encircled fd he cao 
hardly be blamed for preasing his lips to the 
pretty wrist, 

**Qousio’s privileges,” he aid, fa excuse. 
“ Will you forgive me for claiming them 1” 

Tt fe the first time you have attempted to d» 
so," she answered, with a coquettish smile, ic 
which there was certainly no anger, 

Later on she proved herself an {deal hostes’, 
receiving the guests with as perfect an ease a¢ 
if she had known them all her life, and never at 
a lows for a few gracious words of weleome or 
spark.lng repartee. ~ 

Str Ascot Carlyon contrived to remain near her, 
his wife preferred slitting near one of the open 
windows, where Hubert pretentiy made bia way, 
and began talking. 

"J did not wish you good-bye the other dsy 
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when I saw you at the station.” he eald, “ Atter 
Thad met my cousin [ looked round, but you 
had disappeared.’ 

‘ST think I rather hurried awsy on account of 
Mies Lester, who was tired.” 

Then she did coms }” 

“Oh! yes,” 

6 And ts with you still!” 

“Yoo, bub she fs getting anxious to ‘earn 
her own living,’ as she calls it, and has made me 
promise to look out and find her a sliuation, I 
suppose you-can’t help me fn procaring anything 
suitable ¢” 

‘I'm afraid not, unless,” laughing, “she would 
like to come and be our housekerper,” 

“' Bat you have one already, Mew, Pelton has 
nod left, has she?” 

No, but she fell down some steps the other 
day and injured her knee-cap, and the doctor 
says she won't beable to get about again for a 
long time ; so, in the meanwhile, we must find 
aenbatitute, Of course, we won't hear of her 
going away, and the poor old isdy is in great 
trouble for fear we should suffer foconveniencs 
through her fliness,” 

Something In Lidy Carlyon’s facs made him 
stop, and, glanelmg round, he saw thot a tall, 
milftary-looking man, with brown eyes and a 
bronze skin, had entered the room, and was belng 
presented to Lady de Roubaix. 

"Ah! there is Stuart,” he observed, care- 
fally abstalniog from meeting her eyes. “TJ 
must go and speak to him {if you will excuse 


me, 

Alicia did not answer, but madea t affirma- 
tive motion of the head, and then looked round 
the room, fearful in ber consciousness that every 
eye was on her, A+ fit happened, however, no 
ons was even glancing fin her directlon, and 
Colonel Stuart was still en fn exchanging 
gveetings with his beautifal hostess, 20 she had 
time to notice him and to recover her own self- 
possession. ‘ 

How stern he looked, and how much older! 
And there was a scar on one cheek that had 
somewhat marred his beauty, bat not In her 
eyes. Toher he still seemed as he had ever 
done, handsomesd and noblest among men. 

Habert Ciiffe, anxious to do all in his power 
to make things as essy as possible for both, and 
thinking that a pointed avoidance of each other 
would be more calculated to be noticed than 
anything else, brought the soldier to Lady 
Carlyon’s elde, F 

‘* Here fs a friend you have not seen for some 
time,” he said, and then turned away, leaving 
them comparatively alone, for they were far 
enough off from the general group to be out of 
earahot. 

Colonel Stuart bowed, and seemed on the 
point of retiring, but Alicia put out a little 
treraulous hand, which he could not affsct to 
ignore without the most absola‘te rudeness, 

‘* Have you been in England long?” she sald, 
proba c not quite as steady as it might have 


*' Only a few weeks.” 

“And—and do you Intend staying here 
altogether now 1” 

* Cartainly not. I shall rejola my regiment 
as eoon as my leave of absence has expired 
perhaps before,” 

His voice was cold as foe, and expressed the 
moet absolate ; bis manner, atric 
courteous as it was, could not possibly have been 
raore frigidly repellant, And yet, all the while 
ie was tonklag ae her and thlaking what s sweet 
and {mnocent ib was, how well {t cloaked the 
bypocrisy of which he had had such psinfal ex- 
perlence in the past! His glance wandered down- 
wards to the slim fingers lying on her lap, destitute 
of rings, save that one band, which was 
rendered more conspicuous by thelr aheenca; 
aad ehe with a hasty movement that was per 


fectly involuntary, dropped her right hand u 
it as if to hide it. He made no remark, and just 
then Hubert came up agaln, and offered his 
arm, 

“Permis me to take you to dinner, Lady 
Cuipon. Stuart, will you bring Miss Molyneux 


Lord Cilffe was celebrated for his dinner- 








parties ; his chef was unapproschable, his wines 
were those cf a connolaseur, and his taste had 
paseed into a proverb. The tables, with their 
snowy damask, on which was woven his own 
coat-of-arms, the mazsive silver epergnes filled 
with cholces’ flowers, the coloured lamps, which 
threw a soft rosy light over ft all, made s picture 
by itself; and certainly the quests that gathered 
round [t were a representative assembly of the 
wealth, rank and beauty of the county. Amonget 
them ali Lady de Roubalx shone pre-eminent, 
not alone through her loveliness, for her ready 
wit, hor silver laughter, her sweet fall tones, and 
her uvfailing brightness wore az charming as hai 
appearance. 

It was curious to ses how these languished 
directly she left the table, and adjomrned with 
the other ladies to the drawicg-room. 

She seated herself on a couch, fn an attliude 
whoze grace seemed less natural than the rewult 
of carefal study, and began languldiy fanning 
herself with a huge fan, leaving her guests to 
amuze themselves as best they might. Lady 
Carlyou happened to be near her, and to her she 
addreseed a careless remark. 

“Gentlemen stay a long time over their wine 
in England, do they not?” 

* Sometimes, not always,” 

“Is is eo long aince aince I have been ata 
G@inner-party In my native land that I almost 
forget the Ecitish customs,” she wert on, 

* You have lived in Paris, have you not?” 

“Partly, and partly ia my Inte husband's 
chitean in Normandy, I was married when I 
was very young—a child, fn fact,” 

** Aud do you purpose returning to france?” 

"*No,” very promptly. “I infinitely prefer 
England, and [ intend remaining here. I cannot 
imagine ® more delightful place to stay at than 
thfs—Cilffe Court.” 

“ Tt is very charming,” Alicls assented, vaguely, 
and then relapsed Into a silence that was an- 
broken uatil the gentlemen came fn, not having 
on this occasion lingered long over thelr wine. 

Lady de Ronbalx brightened vp at once, and 
on being asked to sing want Immedfately to 
the plauo, and gave an operatic sria that dis- 
pisyed her fine voice and floii execution 
ad atrably, 

" Cliffe was always celebrated fcr nightingales,” 
observed Sic Arcot, who had placed himself at 
her elde, ‘‘but I bave certaialy never heard eo 
sweet a one before.” 

"I didn’s kuow there were acy here,” sald 
Mis Molyneux, a youog lady of a cortain age, 
who had overheard the remark, “I wonder if 
there sare any singing now!” she added, to 
Hubert Cliffe. 

* one there are—would you like to hear 


“Very much.” 

He went to one of the windows, and, draw- 
fog back the shrouding lace and satin draperies, 
threw it open, and Jeb in a flood of moonlight, 

“ What an exquisite night!” exclaimed Lady 
de Roubaix, who had followed him. ‘* Ip fs really 
& stn to be iadoors.”’ 

**Then absolve yourself from the sia without 
delay,” said Sir Ascot, offering his arm, which 
she took, and they both stepped ont on the 
marble terrace, an examp'e followed by most of 
the others, j 

Lady Carlyon was glad to have the chances of 
betng alone for « few minutes, and seated herself 
on a rustle bench, under the shadow of a copper 
beech, while the rest dispersed about the grounds 
in knots of twos and threes. 

Before she had bsen there Jong the scent of 
clgar emoke aunourced s:meone spproacbiog, 
and @ minuts later Colonel Stuart passed, but 
drew himeelf up short as he perceived the figure 
under the trees, which be did rob at firat 
recognise, 

*' Tady Cariyon !” he said, as she made a slight 
movement. 

* Yee, fb fs 7.” ~ 

He would have psased on, but she prevented 
him. Keoowing what she know, It was maddening 
he should treat her thus; and though she was 
conscious thad if she had been wise she would 
had acquiesced ia the line of condret he had 
seen fit to adopt, and would have permitted him 





to treat her as a stranger, the Intense human 
longing to hear bim speak one king word was too 
great to be reelated, and she put forth her band 
almost az if she would have jaid fi on hia elesve. 

**You sre determined to ignors your old 
friends, Colonel Stuart?” she eali, wlth the 
ghost of a smile that wae Infiaitely sadder than 
tears, 

He flang away his cigar before answerlog. 

* You are the firat peraon who hasever accused 
me of fickleness,” 

“Ault Perhaps I am the ouly one who has 
ever had cause for complaint, and yet we--were 
friends once,” 

‘Friende!"’ he echord, hla volce for the firs 
time loalng ‘ta fnflexibility. 

* And,’ she continued, rapidly, “I have not eo 
many that T\can afford to lev one go. It pains 
me to know you think hardly of me.” 

Does 153” he said, slowly, while hia eyes 
lighted up with bitterest scorn, “I do not like 
belug rude to a woman, but you must pardon me 
{f I ventare to doubt your word, Lady Carlyon." 

There was a moment’s silence, and she looked 
helplessly away from him across the moonlit 
lawn to where a fountaic was playing, and making 
a gentle little rippling murmur as fb flashed in 
ite roarble basia. 

If the foflaences of the scene have any power, 
then ths hearts of both these two should have been 
softened, for one more calculated to recall tender 
recollections 1s would be Impossible to Imagine, 
The entrancing spell of a midsummer nighb wae 
in the air, and from the dew-drenched roses and 
mignonette there floated subile perfumes, whiie 
indoors someone of the party, who prosaically 
feared catching cold, was at the plano, from 
which strains of melody Isened that, sofiened by 
distance, mingled harmonionsly with the iow 
whispering of the leaves, and the murmur of 
failing water. Over all the white alchemy of the 
moonlight fell, clothing everyday things with a 
new and wonderful beauty. 

* Friendship bstweon you aud me is an impor- 
sibility,” Colonel Stuart went ov, coming a step 
nearer, and looking down at her with eyss of 
pitiless contempt. ‘‘Friendehip argues esteem, 
and itis vary nulikely I should cherish such a 
sentiment towards one who has decelved ms as 
you have.” 

She had no longer reason to complain of his 
epathy—the stern restraint he had set cpon 
himeelf her own words had broken through, and 
now [t almost seemed ss if they had changed 
places, for of the two she was certainly the 
calmer. 

Perhaps she had done wrong {fn speakivg as 
ehe did, in the first instance ; perhaps she ought to 
have gone away now that she saw he was no longer 
master of his words—but to do this would have 
required a strong will, and firmuese of purpose 
that she did not possees. She was no heroine, 
this poor Alicia, no sublimated being above the 
frailties of hamaniby, but only a most miserable 
woman, Ilable to err, like the rest of us—sweet, 
tender, capable of endurance for the sake of those 
she loved, and sharing al! the weakness of woman- 
hood 


“Ta fs out of sheer vanity or love of acting = 
falsehood that you speak to me thas, and talk 
about friendship?” be went on, bie tone one vf 
low, concentrated passion. “Are you not satie- 
fied with having spoilt my life and destroyed all 
the faith [once had in your sex, What more do 
you want!” 

" Havel indoed spoilt your life?” she sald, 
very palnediy, although, strange contradiction ! 
—at the celf-eame moment a thrili of ceep, bub 
instantly suppressed exultation ran through her 
velns at the thought of his love having been so 
strong. “I am grieved—most grieved.’ 

He looked at ber fn sfllence--s frail shadowy 
Sgare in the moonlight, with the sweetest and 
truest of grey eyes-—eyes that looked as if their 
clear depths had never known shadow of guile. 

‘What sphinx was ever half eo difficuls of 
comprehension as 8 woman |" he muttered under 
his breath. “ I cannot auderstand the mystery— 
I suppese I never ehall,” 

He came close to her, and lald a heavy hand on 
her shou! der, 

* Alicia |" he ssid, “tell me one thing, Heaven 
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only knows whether I have a right to ask it! 
Why did you leave my letters unanswered }” 

She made no reply, but he could fee! her form 
vibrating under hia touch, 

“Was in,” he continued, after a moment's 
pause, “ because you found you loved Sir Ascot 
Carlyon better than me, and you were not brave 
enough to encounter my anger at your fickle- 
ness! Beiter you had done go—far better than 
the miserable suspense I endured until I saw your 
marriage chroni¢led In the paper. Ob, Heaven! 
even now] cannot bear to look back upon ib!” 

The last words ended In a whisper, aod bis 
hand fell heavily from herarm, She turned and 
clasped ft with her slim fingers. 

* Don’t think so harshly of me, Basll—jadge 
me as leniently as you can. I dare not explain 
all, but, indeed, I am uot to blame, as you 
suppose,” 

‘Not to blame!” he repeated, shaking cff her 
touch, ‘Not to blame, when you went on de- 
celving me—when the very last time I saw yon, 
you lay in my arma in the starshine, and said you 
loved me better than anything {n the wide world, 
and that nothing, eave death itself, would shake 
your constancy? It wae the fouleat lle that ever 
stained a woman’s lips!’ 

‘*It was not!” she cried, steng beyond all en- 
durance by her avguish, ‘It was true as 
Heaven's own trath—it ie trae still 1” 

There wae that in her volce which vonched for 
what she sald, and his heart gave a great wild 
bound as he heard It. Her face was deadly pale 
--as white as the lilles Arifne had placed in the 
bosom of her black lace dress; but In her deep 
eyes glowed the same terrible anguieh her voice 
expressed, and which admitted but of one In- 
terpretation. 

He waited a moment, while she sank down on 
the chair from which she had risen fn her excite- 
ment, aud buried her face In her hands, 

From a distance came the echoes of merry 
langhter; Hubert and his guests had wandered 


cf fato the plantation, and, tempted by the 


peauty of the night, were in no harry to ez- 
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change ib for the drawing-room ; but there was 
no one near enough to see or hear the two 
beneath the copper beech—practically they were 
as utterly alone as if they had been in a room 
with closed doors. 

“Tb seems to me you have elther sald too much 
or boo little,” Colonel Stuart added ; “ enough 
to rouse my suspicion that treachery hes been at 
work, and not enough to satisfy them. Besides, 
you have not auswered my question. You have 
not teld ms why you did not answer my 
letters i” 

“ Because I never had them! ” she answered, 
in desperation, “ Now are you sati fied—now 
do you see why your condemnation is unjust? I 
have sald more than I had any right to ae,© bat 
you have forced me to it by your hardness 

He interrupted her with scant ceremony. 

‘Then [t was not for love you married Sir 
Ascot?” 

"No, ” 

" Nor for the sake of bis title ” 

‘* A thousand times, no,” 

"TI begin to see it all now,” he said, drawing a 
deep breath, while his thoughts took a retro- 
spective sweep over the past, and Alicia once 
raore appeared before his eyes as he caw her then 
—a sweet, innocent, trustful girl, who had 
plighted him her troth in spite of the opposition 
of ber ambitious mother. 

He had loved her with all the strength of bis 
nature—had woven round her sil his tenderest 
fancies, had endowed her with all beautiful 
womanly attributes and his disappointment when 
she wedded Sir Ascot Carlyon had been such ae 
it falls to few men’s lot to suffer. 

As the years went by he fancied he had become 
cold and hardened, and that his heart was steeled 
against all the syren faecination a woman could 
exercise. He bad even courted a meeting with 
his former love, in order to prove that Alicia 
Howard no longer existed in Alicia, Lady Carlyon, 
and—this was the result | 

Tustead of a heartless coquette, triumphant fn 
her beauty, and her position as the wife of a man 
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“ LADY CARLYON|” SAID COLONEL STUART, 48 HEB PAUSED, 












— 
——2s- 


| i iil : | 


“yes, IT 18 1!" SHE REPLIED. 


of high rank and noble name, there eat before 
him a humbled, crushed creature, clothed with 
all her old gentleness, and with a ring in her 
— whose meanings he recognised only too 
well, 

There was uo need for him to ask, or for her to 
give farther explanation, It seemed to him he 
understood everything, and he cursed his own 
blind folly for condemning her, and for believing 
the letter her mother wrote, sending him back 
his ring, and telling him that her danghter no 
longer cared for him. Of that he could not 
speak, for the bands that had traced those lines 
were now held tight in death's cold embrace, and 
his ~ Cage sealed from uttering reproaches 

t her. 

"T see it allnow—my poor Alicia!” he sald ; 
“and itisa thousandfold worre than I thought 
it, Idon’s know which to pity most-——you or 
myeelf |” 

For the knowledge had ccme to him that nob 
one life, but two, had been ruined by that mys- 
terlous fate against whose decrees we have no 
power to wrestle. 


(To be continued.) 








THe Ameer of Afghanistan fs gettirg stout, 
and the dectors bave ordered him to take gentle 
exercise, Bat the Ameer intends to carry ont 
the orders with as little discomfort to himself ae 
possible, judgiog from the carriage that has been 
built for him ia Londor. The bulk of the propul- 
sion of the vebicle will be done eae oe two stalwart 
Afghans, who will pedal behind thelr sovereign 
and receive their orders through an — 
window. When his Highness feels inclined he 
con aasiss Io the work by pedalling two foot- 
boards. He can do all this while lounging on 
silk cushions and enjoying a smoke. Besldes the 
carriage for his psreonal use, the Ameer has had 
satlane bufit ie the use of members of his 
harem, 
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“YOU NEEDN'T HAVE COME TO SPY ON ME!” HUGH SAID, HOARSELY, AS HE LEANED ACAINST THE DOOR-POST, 


YOUNG AND SO FAIR. 


o=303=— 


CHAPTER XXIL 
NEVER ANOTHER } 


Lord Wrn?worta came down to luncheon, 
and showed no sign of outward agitation, except 
by the excessive pallor of hfs cheeks, which almost 
matched his silken hair in whiteness, He asked if 
Sibel had enjoyed herself at the dance, and 
endeavoured to show, by repeated questions, that 
in spite of bis own anxieties he had stilla kindly 
interest In her doings. She felt as if she could 
not taik about such frivolities, when she knew 
that his thoughts must be far away with bis son 
in India ; but Hugh helped on the conversation, 
and even brought a amiie to Lord Wentworth’s 
lips by a grotecqae description of ‘The 
Masher,” 

“| suppose we ought to have him over here 
some day,” he sald, mnaingly. ‘ His father and 


1 were rather life-long acquaintances than friends, | 


though we were boys together at Exon, Your 
father, Hugh, was a great chum of Windsor's, 
ny paid him for his affection by a rascally 

* What wasit? I should like to have had the 
chance of kicking him.” 

"You can’t kick a man In his cc fin, and I don’t 
know if I have s right to rake up an old scandal. 
Msy I trouble you to pass the claret '” 

_Hagh got up politely, and filled the Viscount’s 
£308, as the servants were always allowed to de- 
part after the first beginniog of luncheon, and 
alter changing Sibel’s plate, helped himself to 
some Stflton, ‘J thought Lady Windsor seemed 
to take me for a lunatic,” he sald, presently. 
“She did nothing but stare ab me for s good 
haif-hour,"” 

‘No doubt she was tracing a likeness to your 
father—she was in love with him long age, and 
Windsor came be ween them.” 

Why did my ‘ather bear [t? Did he know ? 





Ishould like to have broken every bone In his 
body 1” the boy’s eyes flashing. 

* He did not know it for many years-——” 

‘*Well, and what did he do’” with great 
eagerness, 

“He died,” in & low voice of exceeding pafr. 
**) was with him at the time.” 

“Bat I thought he was killed out shooting,” 
his mournfal eyes opened with horror, " Surely 
ft was an accident, nothing more ‘” 

" The verdict was one of accidental desth, and 
no one quarrelled with it ; but some of us thought 
that it he had not been tired of life, he wouldn’t 
have been so careless, Poor fellow! I never liked 
Windsor after that, and when he asked leave to 
come te the funeral I gave him the bint that he 
had better stey away. Your mother knew 
nothing of It, poor soul, because Macdonald made 
her the kindest of husbands.” 

“Bat why did he marry her?’ asked Sibel, 
who bad been listening with the greatest 
interest, 

“He liked her well snovgh, and she was a 
beautiful woman, She belonged to one of the old 
Castillian families, but through some political 
scrape her father lost his fortune, and she was 
reduced to great poverty. He had always a 
chivalrous nature, and beauty {n misfortune had 
especial charms for him, He married ber over 
there, and I remember well what a sensation 
a and how proud he was of his young 
bride.” 

“ And yet he never loved her,” obj cied Hugh, 
feeling that his beautiful mother had been basely 


treated, 

“¢ He did what he conld for her, and made her 
as happy as possible, She never knew of his love 
for Eleanor Vansfttart, so was disturbed by no 
pangs of jealousy.” | 

"Bat lt was a fraad from the begianiag.” 

‘I don’t see it. Not one man ont of a hun- 
dred marries his first love ; and If he does he Is 
often terribly disappointed, In our youth we 
exalt the one woman we admire most Into s 
goddess, and eurround her with the loveliest 








of illusions ; but as we grow older we ficd she is 
not absolutely faultiees, aud grumble because she 
is mortal.” 

* Tehould not like her to have no faults, bud I can. 
fancy thinking her faults nicer than anyone else’s,” 
sala Hugh, dreamily. 

“Yes, my dear boy ; you would go the end cf 
the tether, and be capable of any Insanity,” said 
the old man, with a amile ; ‘' bub the wisest way 
is never to give the whole heart, sv as always to 
have a pleco in reserve.” Pas 

“T shouldn’t jike that,’ said Sibel, promptly. 

“Bat who will give you more, io spite of 
protestations |” 

"I don’t know,” 
plate. 

" And when you marry, do you think one image 
will fill yoar heart to the ex:lusion of everyons 
eke }” looking at her in grave surprise 

A wave of c imson flooded cheek and brow, as 
ehe turned her head away withouta word, Hagh 
having Wen the gailty blash, and drawing his 
own conclusions, answered for her: ‘ Depends 
upon the bridegroom,” 

* That, I believe, is already settled,” esid 
Lord Wentworth, with a glance of reproof, for 
he waa afraid lest the careless speech might hart 
a young giri’s feelings. 

Hugh pushed back his chair, then waited 
courtéously for Sibel to make the first move, As 
soon as she got up he walked out of the room, and 
lefh them alone. She walked round the table, 
and put her hand on the back of Lord Went worth’s 
chair, 

© You think « marriage may be happy without 
an immense amount of love on both sides?" she 
sald, timidly, 

** Infinitely happier, as a rule; for there are 
fewer illusions to dispel, and in many cases they 
receive their death-blow in the honeymoon.” 

He took her hand and patted It kindly. 

“Don’t Jeb yourself be led away by the 
romantic talk of a boy like Hugh ; belleve me, 
the happiest path in life is the most prosaic,” 

Was matrimony, with Major Lushiugton for 


looking down shyly at her 
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one of the parties concerned, to be called 
prosale } she wondered to herself as she eat down 
on her favourite low-chair in the brary. 

Eugh, who was lounging on the sofa, heaved a 
deep sigh. 

“What ie the matter?” locking round over 
her shoulder. 

“Twas thinking of my mother,” In a low 
voice, . ‘Fancy what ehe must have suffered, 
and no one guessed if 1” 

“ Bat perhaps she did not know.” 

“Not know! when she was devoted to my 
father, everyone says that, Of course. she 
woulda't blazon ib about, but she knew it, Trust 
a woman for that, if she has a heart at al! 1” 

‘ ‘They were very happy, Lord Wentworth says 


60, 

Because women like her know how to emile 
when their hearts sre breaking. I have always 
falb there wae a curee upon me, and now I know 
why. I see it all as clearly as if they had told 
me. They went on a visit to the Court, my 
father suspecting nothing. When there, he found 
out that he had been cheated by his friend—that 
his firet love had been trae to him even when 
she married against her will—and the eequel you 
can guees, Don’e you know? Can't you guess? 
He went hom and shot himself!" 

He covered his face with his hands, and his 
chest heaved, 

But ib-was an accident—Indeed, {t was!” 
her heard fall of the truest sympathy. 

‘*T was a child at the time,” he sald, hoarsely, 
“and I didn’t understand ; but I remember the 


’ servante talking and whispering at the end of the 


nursery, and someone sald that the gun was_nob 
losded with common shot.” ~ Sgr 

She leant forward and took his hand, ‘not 
knowlog what to say. 

‘*Plessant thing for my mother!” he broke 
out, after 6 miserable pause. “ He would rather 
die than live with her! Can’t you fancy what 
she felt when they brovght him home, and she 
knew the truth?” 

**Bat she can’t have known fs! It would be 
boo terrible!” 

There wasa little minfature ip his pockst, 
eet ronnd with pearla—the face was Ellvor Van- 
alttart’s—-sad when she saw it she must have 
known that his life for the last few years had 
been a lie. Poor thing!” In a voice of Intense 
feeling ; ‘and I wasa boy and kcew nothing!” 

“Did you know that Elfloor Vansittart was 
Lady Windsor!” 

“No; I thought I knew her face, and puzzled 
over it She seked me to go over there, but 
how can I$” 

“Why not? Lord Windsor Is dead |” 

‘Yes, ont his son is of the same blood,” 

“That ie nothing! Would you hate me if my 
poor father had done a wrong to yours 7” 

“T should wieh to. But you wouldn’t let auch 
a thing as this divide us?” suddenly fixing his 
large eyez on her face, 

‘*No; why should {t? I amao Intensely sorry 
for youl” 

‘ Aad you will like me all the same, in spite of 

%” bis Nps trembling, 

‘Not all the same, but a thousandfold the 
better!” she answered, warmly, out of the 
cepths of her compasston. 

Be raised her hand to his Mpa, and kissed It 
fervently. 

* You are an angel!” 

* Youth Is the sge of filusfous!” she quoted, 
with a amile, - 

“Yes, but there-are Miluafons which lash ifl 
death. I could stake everything belonging to 
me that when you kfes me before I die you will 
seer to me as far above others as you do now !” 

“Don't talk of death!” she eaid, with a 


shiver. ‘' When {t comes we may be in different | 


quarters of the globe,” 

“No, we shan’t be that,” fn a tone of quiet 
conviction, "If I had my choice, I would dle 
now, just as we are, with your little hand in 
ralne.” 

She drew {t away with a pang of superstitious 
fear, as if she thought the wish could bring its 
fulf!ment. ) 

*' What bas become of al! your fice vislons of 
belng of service to Mr. Wentworth?” 





"Gone! '’ he eaid, hopelessly. 

“You must Cistinguish yourself somehow. I 
want to be proud of you!” 

‘i — you carea ss * a . 

’ Yes, a greab macy! Do something great, 
that I may say with sattin ‘Mr. Macdonald! I 
know him better than anyone else. We used to 
be like brother and elster !” 

He stood up behind her and locked down at 
her pretty brown curls, as her head rested against 
the back of her chair. Sarely they arranged 
themselves more dsiutlly and prettily than the 
ordinary hair of other people ! 

“Iwill try todeserve the name!” he sald, 
sadly, Thsn be kneli down, and keeplog his arm 
round the top of the chair, so as almost to seem 
like s caress, he bent over her with wistful eyes, 

“Will there never be any other 1” 

She raised her eyes to the beautifal face, but a 
few short Inches from her own, and the tears 
gathered on ber lashes. In it she saw such a fatal 
capacity for passion and pafa, If he loved, he 
would love with his whole hearf and sonl, there 
would not be the emallest fragment kept fn re- 
serve, and such love in Its madness brings its 
etre reward. He was sure to suffer; but must 
hers be the first hand to give him a stab! 

Don't ask, or you will spoll ft all!” she 
eald, entreatingly. 

A gleam of joy passed over the sorrow in his 
face. ‘‘I won't ask, but I can wait!” 

‘There {s nothing to wait for!” hastily, 
fearful lest be had misunderstood, 

‘'T was so terribly down at the mouth, and 
this hops fs & godsend.” 

“There is'‘no hope—ouly from this day forth 
we are to ba the best of friends, and you shail 
tell me your troubles, and I'll pour out a budget 
of maine.” 

"Begin at once!” pulling a stool towards 
him, to serve as a seat. ‘‘ How about Lush- 
ington §*’ : 

“ Mind, not a word to anyone else}” holding 
up her fioger, pleased to eee the look of despair 
had already left his face, *' I don’t know that I 
oughtto tell you; but Lam so tired of keeping 
{t all to myself!” with a little sigh, “and you 
are on'y a boy, you know.” 

“A year older than yourself,” he put in, 

uletiy. 

“Ye; but I must look upon you as a boy— 
unless you want ms to call you Mr. Macdonald, 
and to keep fb all to myself?” with an alr cf 
inquiry. 

“Call me a baby—a long-clothed baby—it 
you like |” 

“ Only then Is would be no nee, Well, listen ;” 
as he was a’roady dolng ao with all hie eare, this 
remark was unnecessary. ‘' Last summer, for the 
firat tlme in my life, I went to stay with Colonel 
and Mre, Hay at Woolwich, and from that visit 
all my troubles date, I enjoyed ft very mach— 
too mach, perhaps, The Hays were very good 
to me, and Major Leshington——” 

“His lordship ‘wishes to speak to Mr, Mac- 
donald,” ssid Landon’s voices at the door, 

"Very well, tell him Pil ecme at once,” and 
though he would have given anything to atay, he 
ecrambied to his feet, with. apparent alacrity, for 
Lord Wentworth must never be kept waiting. 
** Hard lines to be interrupted jast now,” he sald, 
regretfally, 

* Perhaps it fs a good thing,” sald Sibel, philo- 
sophically, as she had begun to be afraid of her 
promised confidence, 


CHAPTER XXIIL 
A TERRIBLE ACCIDENT. 


** Wourp you iike to come down to the station 
for a walk, or are you too tired?” sald Hugh 
Macdonald, about haif-an-hour later, putting bis 
head to ab the library-door. 

"Nota bit, Ishould like a breath of fresh 
air,” and Sibel rose from her chair with evident 
willingness. “Bat what areyou going to the 
station for #” 

“The Globe. Waele ia dying to have {t, to see 
if there is any news.” 

“Of course. How strarge that 1 never 





thought of it!” her cheeks losing their colour 
at the mere thought of what the news might be, 
“ T shan't be a minute putting on my hat,” 

Taking it for granted that a woman's minute 
means five, Sibel was exact to the time she men- 
tioned, and they started immediately. The air 
wos fresh and cold, but there was a promise of 

{In the green buds of the hedges, and hal! 
a t in the primroses that gemmed every 
bank. Raia had fallen In the morning, and the 
cup of every flower held a glistening drop, i 
which the declining rays of the sun gave the 
radfance of an opal. The western sky was lighted 
by a crimson glory, and the whole landscape of 
green pasture jlands and beech-cevered hills was 
transfigared Into such beauty as Eden must have 
worn, when neither sin nor sorrow had brought 
their — and : — ’ the haunts of 
man, seemed impossible to fear anything In 
the face of re stat oe hae 
two so young In years, so f or happinees, 
walked with lMght eteps along the eunlit road, 
and, In spite of the anxiety fn their hearts, 
laughed and chatted as they went. 

“T wonder Lushington hasn't come back,” 
aald Hugh, looking over the hedge at a couple of 
horsemen wending thelr way homewards up the 
hil, “Don't you think you conld tell me ali 
about {t now 3” 

** Certalaly not, the high-road Is nob the place 
for confidences ; and, Hugh, I just wanted to tell 
you,” her face seeming to borrow some of the 
roseate lLuea of the sunset as abe came to an 
abrupt etop, 

“Tau listening, pray go on,” fixing his oyes 
upon her fo & way that did not tend to lesen ner 
embarrassment, 

: 4 wish you wouldn’t stare so!” with 4 lidtle 
langh. 

“Je that ali?” carefally removing his glance to 
the mud at his feet, though a thoroughly English 
boy would probably have stared all the longer 
out of pure mischisf. “I really thought some- 
thing was coming.” 

“ And so ft is,” with great gravity. “Do 
you know I have been thiuking seriously about 
laat night ?” 

“* And ao have I,” 

“ Nonsense, you haven’t an idea what I mean 
I never Ike to own wyself in the wrong, but I'm 
pot quite sure,” lowerlyg her voice so much 
that he had to come very close to hear what she 
said. “I mean, I think, perhaps, that people 
who knew nothing sbont me might have thovght 
that I was flirting.” 

** Not a doubt of it,” he ssid, unexpectedly. 

** Bow dare you say so!” looking up at him 
{a breathless indignation. 

‘* Of course, only the people who knew nothiug 
about you,” with a grave bow, although a smile 
lurked about the corners of his mouth.” 

“Yor, so it really didn’t matter, and for tke 
future I'm going to turn over a now leaf.” 

“ Bub supposing we all prefer the other side of 
the page.” 

“Then you muatn’t bave it, {am going t 
alter my manner completely, and I shall never 
dance more thaa twice with any man,’ with 
great decieion. 

‘* Thank heaven, I’m a boy ; you said so your- 
eelf,” he added, quickly, as if expecting a cor 
tradiction, 

Yes; but you have a most objectlonabie 
habit of talking like a man. In the l{brary 
just now,” the blush returniog, “ I should Lave 
snubbed you much more, but of course ft was 
all nonesnee,” 

No answer. 

“I> was all nomeense, say #0 ab ones, 0! 

” 


“Else what?” looking round with an alr of 

ve inquiry. 

“T shall treat you as stiffly as I mean to do 
everyone else,” 

“Then it was nonsense--the most egregions 
stuff that ever was, I only said 1p to make yor 
laugh,” he asseverated earnestly. 

“Of course, I knew you did,” with some 
dignity, 

“Then, after all, I am to have the other side 
of the page?” with a gleam of amusement {x 
his eyes. 
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"J never sald go, but I shall still call you 
He h,” 

ranks, I never mean to be a day older. 
Halloa, I wonder what’s up.” They were walk- 
ing up the short hill which led to the station, as 
he spoke, and his exclamation was caused by the 
sight of George, the Wentworth’s groom, holding 
Acorn and his own horee, whilst there was 
another groom, whom he did not recoguise, in 
charge of two other horees, 

‘How tiresome! I would much rather walk 
home quietly with you !"” 

“So you shall, Major Lushington inside?” he 
asked the groom as he passed, 

“Yes, ele!” touching his hat, “in the tele- 

ph-oflice with Lord Windsor.” 

' “AN right, they won’t see us. We can geb 
the Globe and walt on the platform till the coast 
is clear.” Théy walked quickly through the 
etation, which was unusually fall of people, all 
talking Logether fo groups, and rsached the plat- 
form. Hugh went up to the book-stall to ask for 
the paper, and Sibel remained a few steps bebind, 
aa there were several men fn front of it, Not 
wishing to be noticed she turned her face to the 
wall, Intending to study an advertisement, but 
found herself opposite the open window of the 
talegraph-office, inside which were two gentlemen 
whom she Instantly recognised. She drew back 
hastily lest they should see her, but her retreat 
wos cat off by a large basket of primroses which 
had been gathered from the neighbouring fields, 
and were destined for the London streets, She 
wae looklng at the primroses, and fancying what 
a pitifel change 1b would be for them from thelr 
peeceful birthplace amongst the dewy grass to 
the dust and dirt of the streets, when she heard 
Lord Windsor’s voice say: “ Well, wire him by 
all means, but the last person she wants is her 
husband,” 

“Don’t care!” said the Major, shortly, ‘“‘he 
most come, no other man will do,” 

" Why not yourself }” 

"I—I—couldn’s do it," as if staggered by the 
question, 

“Not my ‘fair, but when the poor thing's 
dying!” with an evident shrug of his shoulders. 

“Tean’t belp it. I wouldn’t have it known 
for the world 1” 

a awkward ! Everard was on the epot, 
you see |” 

Be ys. deuce has that to do with it?" in 
a tone of the greatesb exasperation, 

“Oaly he heard the scream. ‘ Harold’ should 
per aches ie mae you mean to be up to 

ar ” 

“Look here, Windsor,” dropping his voice to a 
whisper, 

Sibel stood rooted to the spot for a minute, 
then waking to the consciousness that she was 
hearing something which wae cortaloly not In- 
tended for ber ears, started forward, nearly 
tumbling ovet the basket, Jast then Hogh 
came up with the Globe in his band. 

“No news from India; bub something awfal 
happened this afterncop, A lady was thrown 
from her horse and nearly done for !”’ 

“Who was it?” curiosity ranning in front of 
rytupathy, g 

“A stranger. You won't know her name, It’s 
very horrible!” shaddering as he thought of the 
ghastly letalls he had jast been told, 

“Won't she get better?” in an awestruck 
whisper, 

“Not a chance of It, they say. TLet’s get away 
from all these people,’ and he led her past the 
little knots of hunting men to a quiet end of the 
platforna, 

Captatn Everard raised his hat, and looked 
atter Sibel with a meditative gaze, then turned 
to a brother officer. 

‘Poor Laura Delamere was his first, and they 
say that’s his last 1” 

She's s thousand times too go%d for any of 
‘aem,” said Major Belfield, with cigar In bis 
mouth ; but, from what I saw last night, 1’il 


back W 

“The Masher was only the runn 
whilst t’other man got to the post. By on 
tusre they go!” as he caught sight of Lord 
Windsor and Major Lushington riding d 








bill, " What'll you bet that he doesn’t go to 
Crawabay’s Farm before vight?” 

‘‘Anythiog, if the othor little girl’s at the 
Chestnuts,” 

* Bat he onght, you know.” 

"Bat he won't, you know. Come and haves 
B. and S.” 

They strolled off to the refreshment-bar, whilst 
Hugh and Sibel went through « little white gate 
and down a narrow path which teok them {nto 
the high round. Those whom they wished to 
avold were out of sight by this time, so they 
walked at a briek pace, remembering Lord Went- 
worth s anxiety for the paper. 

Sibel was very thoughtfal and sald but little, 
her thoughts continually runuing on the conver- 
sation she had overheard. 

What was the connection bebween Major Lush- 
ington and this unfortunate lady, that even Lord 
Windaor told him it was his duty to go to her? 
Wiat could it be? She wondered if Hoch knew 
anything about it, 

“What was her name?” she asked. presently, 
as they turned into ths gates of the Covetauts. 

“Mrs. Springfield! But some of the men who 
searmed bo know all about her spoke o* her as 
Laura—TI forget ths other name.” 

"And was she gulte alone?’ 

‘'She pat up at the ‘ Ball Inv,’ with her horses 
and grooms. Her husband wasn’t with her, I 
know that, and she only catae down for the last 
mest of the sason.” 

“But why did she want to hunt with our 
pack ? ” 

“Some special attraction, somebody said, bat 
I daresay it was all gossip,’ he added, hastily. 
**T¢ aeeme such an awfal shame to rake ap old 
stories against a woman on her death-bad.” 

“I euppose she has a doctor and everything 
she wants }” 

"Yes, Captain Everard galloped off for Sey- 
mour, and since then they telegraphed for Sir 
William Ball, but I bejleve {t’s a regular smash- 
up, and nothing can be done. Horrible! ien’t 
io?” with another eshadder, “and they say she 
was beautiful.” 

Major Lushicgton was standing on the steps 
with a Globe under hia arm, as he drew off bis 
riding-gloves. 

**] see you have got it. I made as point of 
going round by the station because I knew Lord 
Wentworth would be glad to baveft. How are 
you!” taking Stbel’s hand, and looking esgerly 
{nto her face, “ None the worse for ‘ast night / 
I don’t think ycu look up to much,” 

''T have been dreadfaliy ehocked——” 

"Yes, horrible, wasn’t it? Don’b let us talk 
abontir, I’m eo thankfol you weren’t there.” 

Poa eaid Hugh, slowly, “I think you ought 
to be,’ 

. er Major gave him a sharp giance over S!bel’s 
ead. 


‘Tam, because ft was a ghastly elght, and 
enough to try the nerves of any man. A woman 
must have fainted. And then we shoald have 
had two on our hands {nstead of one,” 

"Did you help to carry her?” said Sibel, In a 
low volce, as she went {nto the library, 

Major Lushington stooped to pick up ona of 
his gloves before he answered. 

“ Yea, with several otherz, it seemed Inhuman 
not to offer.” 

“Why shouldn't you?” rafaing her serious 
eyes to his, 

He did not Meet them, but looked straight 
into the fire. 

"Pm not a good hand at that sort of thing, 
and I — rather face a battle-field than 6 

Sibel locked round the room to see if they were 
alone, Finding that Hogh had gone upetairs 
with the paper, she sald cafetly,— 

"You knew her, I think i" 

He started violently, 

"'Mecdonald has put you up to this!” he 


said, fiereely. 
“ Ho has nob sald a word about {t,"” drawing 
herself up with youthful dignity. ‘Only I 
to be at the station this afternoon, 
when you were t g@ to her hasband.”’ 
‘* A stranger might do that: but I did know 
her, as a matter of fact—years ago—and very 





oe 


slightly,” frowning hard, as if the recollection 
were Intensely psinfal. There wasa long psuse. 
His thoughts were dark and gloomy enovgh, to 
guess by his face, and it was some time before 
he spoke, 

"{ have to leave you to-morrow by the first 
train—awfal ehame—l’m dreadfully cat ur 
about it.” 

“T thonght you had a fortnight’s leave!’ 
looking up at him in eurprisa, 

**] hoped so,” hesald, looking rather confaeed ; 
"bub, you see, a lot of fellows all wanted to go 
home at the same time,” ; 





CHAPTER XX{V 
AN UNEXPECTED MEETING 

Nonopr seemed intensely grieved whon Msjor 
Lushington announced his approaching departuce 
Lord Wentworth politely regretted {t; Hugh 
seemed setonished at It; and Sibel sppeared to 
bear up wonderfully wader the shock. She 
noticed at dioner that the artilleryrian’s face 
was unuaually pale, and his band shook as he 
raised his glass of claret to his lps, as {f he were 
thoroughly unhinged by the events of the day. 
Daring the evening she could not complain of 
his neglect, but a subtle change came over his 
manner, He was polite and attentive, anxious to 
place a footstool, hand her cup of ter, or turn 
over the leaves of her music; but all was done 
with an utter absence of tenderness or sentiment, 
as if some other memory had risen up suddenly 
between them, and he was etill under the spell 
of zome old association. When they parted for 
the alght he promised to come back aa soon as 
he could, and begged for constant letters ; but 
ss he cmitied to suggest that she should come 
down at half-pasb seven to make his tes, she 
fatled to see that it was her doty to do so, 
When seven struck she wae wide awake, )isten- 
Ing to every sound, aud thinking of that other 
morning, when'she got up in haste and repented 
at lefsure, 

There was no contrition in her heart, out o 
sense of boundless relief, when she tripped 
down the stairs at half-past nine, and? ‘onnd 
nobody but Hagh in the breakfast-room to creed 
her, 


“When the cat’a away the mice may play,” 
he eald, with a smile, as he threw a epray of 
stephanotis on to her plate. 

“Do you suppoze the cat would object?” 
taking up the white blossoms snd faetening them 
iu the front of her dress, “I have slways beard 
that they are very indulgent to the mice until 
the final pounce,” 

“Yee, on the same principle as the convict’s 
last breakfast, Nothing ia the papers!" seeing 
that her eyes were fixed on the Morning Post, 
“It was only a falee alarm,” 

“Then there will be no fighting?” waiting 
with her hand on the coffve-pot. 

“ Not for monthe—perhsps, not for years.” 

“ Rather a good thing, isn’t is?” with a desp 
sigh of relief. 

* Yes, for my uncle,” with a alight frown, for 
he hated to seeher too much Interested even in 
Dadley Wentworth. 

" Have you heard anything of that poor Mre. 


| Springfield ?” 


** Only what George could tell me—and that 
wasn’t much,” he added, hastily, as he did noi 
choose to inform her that Mejor Lushiugton had 
been riding with the unfortunate lady only five 
minutes before—that they parted in anger-— 
“had sharp words,” as the groom expressed It, 
and ehe put her horseat the ditch to a reckleas 
manner, miuch a if she did not care whether she 
came to grief or not. Then came the crash, and 
she went down, and her horse over her, There 
was one scream—some said it waa a gentleman's 
name; but when they ran to pick her up, she 
was quite still aud seemed to know nothing. 
Her yellow hair was wet with blood from ® cut 
on ker forehead, and her right arm was doubled 
under her. ‘‘It wasasighoto bring the wate: 
to any man’s eyes,” ssid George. ‘As to the 
Major, he shook like & leaf, as he tried to ralee 
her up, and I didn’t blame him neither.” 
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** Crawshay’s Farm isn’t very far off }” 

** Not beyond an easy ride—about two miles 
from Oraybridge Station.” 

‘* Don’t you think ft would be kind to go over 
there, and ask if the poor thing has everything 
she wants?” 

Hagh looked doubtful, as he passed the toast. 
She is sure to be well taken care of.” 

"I don’t think so,” regardiog him with some 
surprise. “She seems to have no belo ge, 
and even Major Lushington, who knew her a 
long while AO has gone up to town without 
thinking of her.” 

** Did he tell you so?” 

“ Yea, but it was very slightly, and of course 
he hadn’s time to do anything for her, Do ask 
uncle if we may have Acorn and May Qaeen at 
half-past eleven.” 

*' Acorn had a long day yesterday.” 

‘Then you could have the cob, I never knew 
you make a difficulty before,” 

He looked at her with his winning smile. 

‘ OF course tf you wish to go, you shall.” 

“T do wish to go, Fancy what I should feel If 
I were very ill at a strange farmhouse, and no 
one would come to me!” her eyes filling with 
tears to her vivid sympathy. 

“You would never be alone, that I can pro- 
wise,” sald. Hugh, in his deep voice, which 
seemed to give double force to his words, “I will 
run up and tell my uncle,” 

Lord Wentworth, who had been thinkin 
much of the unfortunate lady, entirely approve 
of the project, and sent a message to the effect 
that he placed everything belonging to him at 
her disposal, even going «o far as to citer her a 
bed at the Chestnuts, if the doctor would allow 
her to be moved, 

“Bat perhaps she fa not the sort of person 
you would like to have,” said Hugh, hesita- 
tingly. 

“My dear boy, this fe no time to ask what she 
has been. 

“JT was only thinking of Miss Fitzgerald,” the 
blood rushing to bis face. 

" The noblest ladies4tf Rome wash the feet of 
beggars ab cortain seasous, and receive no soil, 
although the feet may have trodden in ev 
path of vice, Let us do ovr duty, and not as 
if others are dolog theirs, That ls the way, my 
boy, to go through life, And you are the last 
fellow to quarrel at mercy toa woman,” with a 
kindly smile. 

“T know nothing against her, and I shall be 
only too glad to go-—only-———” 

‘*Never mind the ‘only,’ Order the horses, 
and start In good time. I shall be down to 
luncheon, Did any one get up to see the Major 
off ” 

“Not a soul!” with an afr of triumph. 

“Indeed! 1 euppose Miss Fitzgerald over- 
slept herself 1” 

“IT did vot hear her gay co,’ with a slight 
mile, 

“ Oblige me by ringing the bell.” 

Landon was summoned, and Hugh departed 
to the stables, 

It was a lovely morning for a ride, rather 
warmer shan the day before, and the air seemed 
to have the real breath o!f spring in ite laughing 
Ups ae it played round the pudding thorns, 

“Do you know, Hugb, 1 must be the most 
heartless person alive |’ and Sibel looked round 
at him as he rode by her side, ‘‘Ws are golng 
to ask after a person who is dying, and set J 
absolutely can’t feelin low spirits. The sun fs 
so bright, the alr so delicious, and Msy Queen Is 
auch a darling,” patting her glossy neck, ‘‘ that I 
fee} luclined to raise up my voice and shout.” 

“ Unele felt the same, I believe,” asld Hugh, 
whose penetration had discovered the real secret 
of her exaltation. ‘You should have seen his 
face when I read outthat negotiations had been 
resumed, and the chances of war had lessened,” 

“ His only son!” Ina low voice, as her heart 
seemed to guiver with the thought «f what his 
danger wou!d mean to the poor old map, who had 
no other joy fa life. 

‘‘And I was an only son too—but there is 
nobody to le awake thinking of me when I am 

away from home.” 

‘' How do you know! A sleepless night fs not 





the pleasantest thing to wish a friend, but I'll 

try to keep my eyes open for haif-an-hour some 

night to oblige you. Is that the Crawshays 

over there 1” pointing with the handle of her whip 

to a group of red chimneys peeping between the 
of the trees, at the foot of a grassy hill. 

" Yea, and the accident happened down by the 
ditch,” nodding towards a hed field on the 
right-hand side of the road. “' Ib wasa long way 
to carry her on a hurdle, but the poor thing 
ne abont ft, for she was in a dead 


Sibel shaddered, and reraained silent and grave 
for the reat of the way, picturing the scene jast 
as it must have happened only the day before— 
the hounds in full cry tearing over the s.fo brown 
earth, the huntsman, whip, and a few of the 
first flight c'ose on’ thelr heels, the stragglers 
coming up one after the other, In the midst of 
them a gti with the sun shining on her yellow 
hair, that nasty ditch with the hedge beyond, 
several got over all right and galloped away ; 
but one was down amongst the briars, with her 
horse crushing the life out of her frail body. 

She fancied how some pulled up thelr horses 
and came to see, grumbling perhaps at losing the 
run, till they found that here was something 
more than a woman fn a faluting fit, and ruddy 
faces grew white, as they saw the pretty yellow 
hair red with blood. The horee had to be got 
away before they could touch her, and she fancied 
how it would plunge and hick, in wild un- 
reasoning terror with its murderous hoofs coming 
dangerously near to that small goldsn head 
on the trampled grass, 

The pleture came so vividly before her, that 
she saw nothing else, and was eu to find 
that they bad entered the gate, and were within 
a bundred yards of the farm. 

It was a red-brick building, with gabled win- 
dows on elther side of the front door, and « roof 
half-covered with the large leafed ivy, 

A window on the second fioor, jast above their 
heads, was open, and the blind, which was drawn 
down to ite utmost extent, flapped with an 
—— nofee against a box of crocuses on the 


Oatelde there was the glory of the sunshine, 
the budding life of fruit and flower, the song of 
the birds, the buzzing of insects actively searching 
for the honey of the freshly-opened petalr. Inafde 
there was the dimness of a darkened room, the 
hush of coming death, as earthly paesions ceased 
thelr strife, and earthly longings were crushed by 
that knell of despair—too late! 

A fly was at the door; it moved away’ as the 
horses came In sight, and waited at a little dis- 


tance. 

“I should think the doctor was here, Shall I 
get down and reconuoltre ?” 

Sibel nodded, feeling eo strangely moved that 
she could not speak. George came forward to 
hold Acorn, and Hagh went up the steps and 
listened, not liking to uee the knocker, The door 
was open, and as he stood on the mat the stairs 
were straight In front of him. Someone was 
coming down, but the hall seemed so dark after 
the brightness of the sunehine that be could not 
see clearly who it war. 

The mau picked up his hat from the stand fn 
the hall, pulled it down over his eyes, and looked 


up. 

Hugh wished himself anywhere at the moment 
as he saw Major Lushington standing before him, 
his face haggard and white as @eath, hie eyes 
full of tears, He looked over the boy’s shoulder 
to the girl's face beyond. 

“ You needn’t have come to spy on me!” he 
said, hoarsely, as he leant his back against the 


doorpoat, 
(To be continued.) 








Tre most extraordinary forest in the world 
was discovered by Dr. Welwitsch, and occuples a 
tableland wome aix miles in width, near the west 
coast of Africas. The peculfarity of the trees fs 
that, though their trunks are as much az four feet 
fin diameter, they atteln the height of only a foot. 
No tree bears more than two leaves, and these 
attain a length of slx and a breadth of two feet, 


THE MISTRESS OF THE MANOR. 


—i0I— 
(Continued from page 129.) 


It was a twelvemonth since the day that 
Maude Raymond had given the sprig of stepha. 
notis to the artlet, as they stood together amid 
the heliotrope and tea-roses In the lawyer's 
spacious conservatory. 

Just a twelvemonth, and neither had caught » 
glimpse of the other since that time, Lester 
Dumont had left the old Manor House, and gone 
no one knew whither. Bat Mre. Dent was vod 
doomed to solitude again for so long; for within 
a@ fortnight of the artist’s departure, Maude Ray. 
mond had declared her intention of passing some 
months amid scenes rendered sweet and yet sad 
to her at one and the same time, 

Sweet, inasmuch that the presence of their 
late occupier seemed ever present with her as 
she sat with her work and bocks in the very 
roora where, she learnt from Mre, Dent, the 
greater part of his time had been passed, even 
though he had been urged by her (the hone. 
keeper) to choose more lively aspect, 

Sad, inasmuch as that the thought was as ever 
prevailing as his presence that he could never be 
more to her than a casual acquaintance. Had he 
himeelf not eald it? Bot did not his manner, 
his words, imply that he wished {t otherwise! 
Ay | there lay the secret sorrow and bitterness | 

The ‘might have been” had crept into the 
girl’s life, and ebe felt it in every pulee. Stil 
it was something to be amid scenes rendered 
dearer to her since they spoke #0 constantly of 
him to her, 

The days paseed away. 

Spring, summer, autumn, and still the beauti- 
fal heiress remained on, living her secluded life, 
notwithstanding all Mrs, Ellis’s arguments that 
soclety would do her good. Bat she only smiled 
sadly, and sald that she cared no more for the 
balls and pariies of which she had once been the 
beile.. She had no spirit left within her, and 
daily grew paler and paler, much to the con- 
sternation of those around her, 

It was, as I have before remarked, jact a 
twelvemonth from the time when she had last 
met Leeter Damont, and she was thinkiog of 
him deeply as she sat down in the “haunted” 
room, and glanced round opon the onaken 
walnecot. 

‘* How I should like to see him once again!” 
she murmured, as her dark eyes continued to 
wander idly round the room, 

Suddenly she started from her seat, and made 
her way with quick, nolseless steps to a corner of 
the room where stood an old oaken table. It 
had been much admired by ihe artist, Mrs, Deor 
had told her, and he had always used {it to pnt 
his letters and papers away in, for there were 
drawers In it---good old-fashioned drawers, with 
little brass handles to draw them out witb. 

The giri’s first action, when she reached the 
table, was to bend her beautifal face down to 
it and lay her lips lovingly on the cold, eeuse!ees 
wood, Her next to quietly draw out the drawer 
nearest to her. 

Nothing in it buii a few clippings of card board. 
Closing tp again she turned to the other, and 
opened ft. Quite av the back of the drawer lay 
a something which gleamed white against the 
black wood. Patting in one band she carefally 
drew forth the same, and then, crossing to the 
hearth, she knelt down before the blazing fire to 
inspect her treasure. 

1b was a photograph of a young girl! The 
colour rushed to her face aa she recognized it 
| for the same as the one she had seen in Lester 
Damonts’ portfollo—jast a year ago | 

Long did she gez2 at the fair, smiling face, 
which smiled up at her, while sad and regretiul 
feelings surged through her bralp, and a great 
longing arose {n her heart. 

€ And this is the woman who has secured the 

{ze for which I s0 long!” she murmured at 
Tength, asshe arose and restored the laughing 
face to {te former dark corner, Then reclosing 





the drawer with a deep sigh, she threw herrelf 
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we neighbouring coucb, and gave vent to ber 
feelings fa a perfect flood of tears. 


* . * * * 


The night that followed was bright, clear, 
god frosty, on which every sound broke dis- 
tinctly on the rarefied atmosphere. Mra. 
Dent, the housekeeper, felt very reetlese. She 
purned and turned, oom gy, thus gain sleep, 
bat all to no purpose. The more she toseed 
and turned the more restless she became. 

And then such thoughte would flash across 
her brain, the dismal tale connected with 
the Manor House first and foremost. And 


then—— 

What was that? 

Mrs. Dent sat bolt upright io bed, and Hetened 
with all her might. The moonlight lt up her 
room distinctly. She glanced towarde the door, 
Toot was as she had left {t some hours before—- 
closed 

Sbe sat stil], scarce daring to breathe, Five { 
minutes passed away ; and then—the sound once 
mores curious, swishing sound, as shough 
someones or something were feeling their way 
along by passing a hand over the papered walle. 
Nearer and nearer it came, 

Mrs. Dent could bear the suspense no longer. 
So, rising from her bed, and hastily putting 
her feet into her slippers, and throwing a 
light shawl around her, she stole on tip-toe to 
the door, quickly and nolseleasly uufastened {b, 
aud looked forth along the long corridor to her 
right. 

What she saw made her atagger for an instant, 
and a half-smothered exclamation of terror 
and alarm escape? her white and trembling 


ips. 

Then a sudden impulse siezed her, and she felt 
that she must follow the object so swiftly making 
ita way down the dark corridor, and of which she 
could catch but the dim outline, 

So, keeping well against the wall, she pro- 
ceeded to walk with silent and noiseless steps. 
On aud on went the object ; and on and on fol- 
lowed the housekeeper ti!i she found herself in 
the “ haunted ” chamber ! 

There was the ghost who, with nolseless foot- 

, advanced to the fireplace, 

other instant, and the oak panel flew back, 
while a strong current of damp alr was wafted 
across the room, and threw aside the light shawl 
which the housekeeper had thrown arcund her, 
Ove corner of the same wae lifted over her 
headin such a manner as to obscure and obstruct 
her gaze for an instant, 

When she had removed It, the figure had dis. 
appeared, and the panel was again in iba place. 

Still, acting under the Impulse, the house- 
keeper crept cautiously forth from her dark 
corner, and advanced into the fall iight of the 
bright moonlight and made her way towards the 


sliding panel. 

It ylelded to the of her finger, and 
egiln the strong current of damp alr ascended 
and filled the room. 


Bat here all was dark. No sign of the ghost 
met her gaze. 

Only after a few seconds’ waiting fa great fright 
aud trepidation, and jast as she was about to 
tarn away to secure a light, s sharp and piercing 
Scream smote on her ear. 

The next instant and she had fallen senseless 
on the floor, while the cold current still ewept on 
past her from the staircase leading to the sub- 
terranean passage down which the ghost had dis- 
appeared, 

* * + * 

“And you are quite sure, Lester, that you 
jove me for myself alone ?”’ 

“Qalte eure, my darling!” was the fond 
auswer of the man who knelt at the aide of the 
couch whereon lay the beautffal heiress and 
owner of the Manor House. 

“ And now tell me all about It once again! It 
will not tire me, and I want to hear your voice, 
co that I may know you are here—really your- 
seif, and not your ghost that I forget. I must 
never use that word again, since poor Mre. Dent 
was 80 frightened by seeing the ——” 

“Most beautifa! ghost that it was ever any- 





oce's fate to behold i” was added by the fond 


lover, as he lowered bie lips to the sweet red 
ones thas were temptingly near his own. 

“ No more flattery, sir; bub please tell me ail 
abont It once Da 

“] obey, fair queen! You eee I had with me 
at Eclar’s Farm av anfinished sketch of the old 
Manor House as viewed by moonlight, I longed 
to complete it, so I returned here yesterday for 
that purpose. I put up at the inn, and, after 
supper, made my way to the rustic bridge. It 
was then s quarter to ten by my watch. Feteend 
my easel, and taking my palette, prepared to 
catch the moonlight effect as ft bronght Into 
broad relief the stately grey pile. I worked on 
steadily for about two hours, when I was snd- 
deniy startled by a something white bearlog 
down on the beech avenue. I: drew nearer 
and nearer, til), with an uoearthly screech, i+ dls- 
appeared behind a clumr of thick bushes. I 
laughed softly to myself for having been so 
scared by 8 poor, harmless white owl, aud sat 
down again to resume my paintivug.~ Just then 
the stable-clock strack the hour of midnight. As 


the last deep note died away a figure rose, os | 


from the earth, and stood at my side, I must 
confess I felt frightened, Still, I had courage 
enough left to touch the white hand near me, 
and then I quickly discovered that {t belonged 
not to the spirit world, I took the fair fingers 
withia my own, and then looked steadily up into 
the face of my fair visitant. Ah! how can I 
describe the emotion that thrilled me ss: I recog- 
nized the dear features of the only woman that I 
cared for on the whole earth! I gently spoke 
the word ‘Maude!’ The dark eyes brightened 
with returning consclousness, the senses threw 
away the num infisence of profound sleep, 
and with the sudden cry of fright that fesued 
from your lips, I caught you in my arms. I re- 
entered at the came instant the subterranean 
corey It explained everything. You had 
3 so Hfting you fa my arms, I bore you 
swiftly to the entrance-door, and rang a loud 
for admission, Mrs Ellis herself appeared. 
stayed brt to see you restored to consclousness, 
and then departed to collect my painting mate - 
rlals and return to the Inn. I was here early 
this morning to make fn , and I will never 
leave you more till you yourself speak the word 
that dismisses me.” 

“Claude, my love, my love!” wae all the 
reply the beautifol heiress and owner of the 
Manor House bestowed on the handsome man at 
her alde. 

But it satisfied him. He knew by the depth 
of passion that rang fn her voice, by the fast- 
filling eyer, that t word would never be 


A bifestal sflence followed for a few Instante. 
Then he spoke again,— 

“Bat my darling, think of the encrifice thar 
you will have to make! This noble old “ ie 

“ My darling, I would give up all for the man 
I love!” was the low-spoken reply, as the girl 
glanced up lovingly with ber dark eyes. 

© My loving and noble-hearted girl! Bat such 
@ sacrifice is nob needed. No! learn now 
that in the artist Lester Dumont you see the 
Lester Frere mentioned in your father’s will! 
You are not angry with me, darling, for prac- 
tleing a little harmless deceit? I so wanted to 
feel assured that my darling loved me for myself 
alone, and not for the sake of retaining her 
ancestral home, Yon are not vexed, Mande, my 
darling }” 

** Vexed, Lester, dear? How could I bef I 
loved you from the first moment that I saw you! 
and eo it little matters whether you be Lester 
Damont or Lester Frere. But you are sure you 
loved me for myself alone ?™ 

" Qalte, my darling 1” 

Another tiny spell of silence. Then she 
asked, — 

* Bat the photograph, Lester f” 

“ What photograph, dear?” 

“The one {n your portfolfo, and the one I 
found fn the little oaken table down ia the 
haunted room !” 

A pozzled look was on Lester Frere’s face for 
a few moments, then quickly vanished as he 
= aud laid his lps on the pretty ones at his 





“ Tt is that of » young lsdy who fs about to be 
married to an old friend of mine. I met her fo 
Germany, and by some accident the photo which 
IT had sent me when she became engaged to Max 
mush. bave slipped in between the zketches, 
That fs all, dear! And now, when fs It to be, 
darling $” 

“ When you like, Les‘er,” was the raply. 

“Then I shall ask Mes, Ellts to srrange every- 
thing for a speedy wedding,” replied Lester 
Frere, as be once agaln bent fondly over the 
beantifal girl whom he was so soon to call by 
the eacred and sweet name of wife ! 


o . * . a 


A few weeks later and Lester Frere and his 
loving wife are welcomed warmly by his old 
friend Max, who, with bis pretty Eliza do all in 
thelr power to render sweet and pleasant thelr 
stay In the dear old Fatheriand. 

Sometimes the fafr bride’s thoughte revert to 
the gipsy malden’s tale, and she speculates in 
secret (for Loster would sc laugh at her, she 
feels aseured) for her knowledge, and how it was 
obtained. 

To us, the Initiated, and who are allowed a 
peep behind the scenes, it fs well-known that the 
gipey maiden was hidden behind some dark 
shrubs, and from this point drank in eageriy 
every word of the sad tale told by Mrs, Dent to 
her young mistress ! 


[THE END.] 








ALL AMONG THE HEATHE 


CHAPTER L 
HOW HE FOUND HEB. 


Iv fs an evening in Aoguat, and seated wale) 
deep among the purple heather, and haif hiddea 
by clamps of golden goree, we see, for ihe first 
time, the Hbtle heroines of our story. 

She is an elf-like looking child. 

Her blue eyes are eo dark as to be near!y 
black ; her tangled, ancombed hair floste round 
her head like a golden halo, ae the rays of the 
setting aun rest upon and bathe ft with some cf 
their own departing splendour 

Bat the baby face, though beantifal in feature, 
is sadly dirty, while marks of tears stain the pale 
cheeke, as though her childish heart had already 
been wrung by something more than childish 
sorrow, 

This little creature of two years old, famished 
with hunger and parched with thirst, had cried 
hereelf to sleep some hours earlier in the day 
when the oun was high fn the heavens ; and here 
among the heather on the Shirley Hills, she had 
slept the sleep of exhaustion, all through the 
buralng Auguat afternoon. 

Stretched like a log by her side lay a woman, 
who even In her brightest days, could never have 
had 8 featrre in common with the Infant that 
apparently belonged to her. 

The woman had falien inte a drunken slumber 
from which the child's cry falls to wake her, and 
the little one forgets her hunger for the moment 
as her eyes rest upon the purple flowers about 


tr. 

She had jast clutched a handful of the heather 
when the sound of volces reminded her of her 
famished condition, and at the same tinie roused 
a forlorn hope in the baby breast that a good 
lasty yell ht bring relief, aud she forthwith 
did very 

Still, her crles did not wake the woman, who 
lay like a heap of dirty rage beside her, but ft 
brought two other persons somewhat hurriedly 
to the spod. 

“TI knew ft was the cry of a child,” exclaimed 
a young map, with s glance at his companion 
—s girl some two or three years younger than 
himeelf, 

Taen he bent down towards the llttle creatare 
and asked,— 

" What fa the matter, litt’e one! won't mother 
wake?” 
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“Elfie hungy,” sald the child, patilog her 
hand tc her moath ; “ Eifie dreffal hungy.” 

“Ob! Lionel, pray don’s touch the child,” 
erled the young lady, in alarm; ‘you don’t 
know but that you may catch a fever or even 
something worse. Come away, do; the woman 
will wake up soon, you may bs sure, What a 
horrid thing she looks |" 

But Lionel Denison did not heed the expostu- 
lation ; he soothed the child by telling her she 
should have something to eat directly, and by 
giving her some bon-bons which he happened to 
have In his pocket. Then he turned his attention 
to the woman, who atiil lay silent and motionless 
—aun ugly biotch upon the beauty of the 
heather, 

He spoke to her firet, but as this produced no 
effect he gently ehook her. 

She uttered no sound, however ; and at op 
despite his companicn’s protests, he took hold o 
her dirty wrist and tried to feel her pulse. 

*I thought so,” he sald, lettiog the arm fall 
from bis hand, *' she fs dead.” 

“Dead!” gasped the girl, with a shiver, 
‘are you quite sure? Oh! thie is too hor- 
rible,” 


“Tt ls very, very ead,” he replied, ‘' particn- 
larly for this poor little thing, though,” he added, 
with a quick glance from the dead woman to the 
living child, ‘I cannot believe that this was the 
chila’s mother.” 

‘Most likely she was ibs grandmother,” 
suggested Edith Grey, ‘’she looks old enough; 
but do let us get away. I feel so upset that I 
don’t know how I shall walk home, and what 
can we do with the child? Won't ft be best to 
leave it till we can meed a policeman {” 

‘Leave it alone and hungry by the side of 
the dead!” exclaimed the young man, in a 
tone of angry surpriee, ‘‘I shall certainly do 
nothing of the kind. Poor little creature, she 
shall go home with me until her friends can be 
found.” 

“Aud suppose she has no friends ’” asked 
the girl, lookiog steadily and suspiciously ab 
him. 


“ Then I will be a father to her,” he replied, 
recklessly lifting the lfttle ons from the ground. 

He had not meant to say this, and he had no 
serious intention at the moment of adopting 
the poor little human waif; but Edith and he 
had been very near a serious quarrel when the 
child's cry first reached them, and her words and 
manner irritated kim now more than he cared to 
admit, 

**Tf you adopt her you will lose me,’ sald 
Editb, steadily, “so you may choote between 
us, [ have ov patience with such Qafxotiec 
absurdities,” 

He made no answer for the moment, and his 
face became very white, but he glanced first at 
the dead woman lying smong the heather, then 
his eyes turned to the beautiful face of the girl 
who had promised to be his wife, and he was 
about to speak, when a little sub from the child 
nestling so trustfally in his arms touched the 
tenderest chord In one of the kindest hearts that 
ever beat in human breast, 

** Poor, friendless, pretty, little thing!” was 
the thought that flashed through his brain, "If 
I were 6o forsake her I should deserve to be for- 
saken | oi Heaven fn the hour of my utmost 
need. 

Then he met the angry glance of his fiancée, 
and said onletly, though with decision, 

“T shall take care of this Uttle girl until some- 
one who has a better right to do so claims her 
from me, whatever the consequences may be ; 
and I shall be sorry if you disapprove of my 
doing so,” 

**So I should think!” waz the diedainful re- 
tort, "Perhaps you would like me to take the 
clean little creature home with me?” 

“No, thank you, my housekeeper will take 
every care of her,’’ was the anawer, 

Then, with another glance at the dead woman, 
he walked away from the spot,’ carrying the 
sleeping child in his arms, 

Edith Grey kept near him for a little while, 
wading through the thick heather, and spite. 
fally kicking off as many of the blossoms as ahe 


could until they came upon the high road ; then 
she paused and eald,— 

‘T am going straight home, You can send 
the police to look after that woman without 
me.’ 

“Yes, thank you,” he replied, courteously ; 
“and I wili do all I can to keep your name out 
of the matter, so thab you may not be made un- 
comfortable by having to attend the Inquest,” 

Then he lifted his hat, ag he might have done 
to & mere casual acquaintance, whils she bowed, 
and turned fa the direction of her own home; 
and it was in this way that these two—who had 
promised each other that all their lives should 
be spent together—-parted, and tacitly dissolved 
the compact between them. 

It must not be supposed that the finding of 
this little child was the real or the only cause of 
the ruptures. 

For some time past the lovers had been slowly 
but surely drifting apart, and Edith had come 
out for a walk with Lionel this very evening, 
with the fixed determination in her wind either 
to have an early day fixed for their marriage, or 
to break off the engagement altogether, 

There were many reasona for this which she 
would nob have liked to hear anyone else define, 
the principal of them belng, that when she 
accepted Lionel she belleved to be a much 
richer man than he really was; and recently a 
far more eligible personage, from her polnt of 
view, had come to reside iu the neighbourhood, 
and Miss Edith thought she would have no diffi- 
culty fn securing this desirable gentleman's affec- 
tions if she were only free. 

She was not altogether devold of feeling, and, 
above all, she bad @ great respect for Mro. 
Grundy’s opinion, and was very anxious not to 
get the character of a heartless jiit ; besides, she 
did love Lionel Denison as warmly as her cold, 
eolfish nature was capable of loving anybody, 
and therefore this parsing was a shock to herself 
as well as & blow to him, 

"T am glad that I have done {t,” sha thought, 
ae she walked towards her mother’s house, ‘He 
is fall of crotchets, and we never should have 
got along comfortably together. The Iden of his 
taking that dirty little brat to his own house in- 
stead of letting {b find a home in the workhouse, 
as anybody in his senses would have done! No 
reasonable man could suppose I would submit to 
such an infliction, bat Lionel was always 
visionary aud Qaizotic to the last degree.” 

Her face was flushed, and her eyes were bright 
with excitement, and she certalaly did look very 
attractive, as, turning a bend of the road, she 
mets young man of some one or two-and-thirty, 

** "Tis well to be off with the old love before 
you are on with the new, but don’t loss avy 
time,” she thought, ss, with a bright smile of 
recognition, which etill further increased the 
elogular charm of her beauty, ehe greeted the 
new-comer ; and, Mr, Hazlewood, taking her ex- 
tended hand, remarked how agreeably surprised 
he was to meet her, 

He did not say “alone,” but his tone seemed 
to imply it ; and Edith, glad of the opportunity 
to announce her freedom to the man whom she 
meant to be Lionel’s successor, ab oncs began a 
highly-coloured statezient of how she and Mr, 
Denison had found the dirty child and the dead 
woman among the heather, and how he had de- 
clared his intention of adopting the little out- 


cast. 

"You kuow he is peculiar in a good many 
ways,” she continued, in an apologetic tone, 
“and he has tried my patience so often that I 
have more then oncofelt that we were utterly un- 
suited to cach other, but this lash freak of his 
was toc absurd, He might have pald someone 
to take care of the child; but to take her to 
his own house and adopt her Is preposterous ! 
reap spoke very strongly upon the subject 
to him.” 


“ Naturally ; and so you quarrelied t” 

“No, we have nob quarrelied ; but we have 
parted,” she replied, with languid indifference. 

** Poor Denfaon !” said Hazlewood, in a tone 
which made Edith glance at bim sharply.. 

But his face was turned away from her and 


she could nob see its expression, nor could she 





her discarded lover, or despised him for ever 
having loved her, 

“I don’t know why you should say ‘ poor 
Denison !’” she replied, petulantly. “I dov’s 
suppose he considers bimseif !n need of pity.” 

“The greater his misfortune,” returned Mr, 
Hazlewood, lightly; ‘‘ bub one man’s lose ty 
often another’s man’s By-the-way, what 
kind of « child fs this one to which he has taken 
such a strange fancy }” 

**T ara sure I cannot tell you,” was the anzwer, 
“Tt was euch a mass of dirt and that I 
really could not touch [t; and, in fact, I scarcely 
looked at fits face. I am nervously afrald cf 
fevers and of the dreadful disorders which I am 
told those tramps always carry about with them ; 
but though I did not.take notics of the child, I 
could not help observing the singular appearance 
the dead woman.” 
“Why? What was there sbout her that 
= pecullar ?” asked the map, with sudden 


" Well, In the first place she wae old—quite 
eisty, I should think,” 


“‘No; her features were sharp and thin, and 
very clearly cub, while the skin was brown as a 
berry, and tanned like parchment.” 

“Perhaps she was a gipsy }” eald Hazlewood 


**Oh! no, she was not at sll of the Romany 
type, but her face was anything but a pleasant 
one to look at; and as I think of {it now, with 
the thin lps drawn away from the white teeth, 
it makes me feel faint and giddy.” 

She certainly did look pale, and Hazlewood 
said, quickly,— 

“ Peay take my arm, Miss Grey, the shock 
has been too much for you ; bub do try to rouse 
yourself, Don't faint, for mercy’s sake, I shall 

bolt if you do.” 

He uttered this ludicrous threat in such 8 
tone of desperation that she could not help 
giving se little —- _ which — 

he suppor Oo & grassy by 
ae nabalie and that she should 
remain here while he went to get a conveyance o! 
some kind in which to take her home, 

She told him {t was unnecessary, however, 
and that she would be better directly; and 
after resting afew minutes she was eufficlently 
recovered to walk home, though she accepted 
his proffered arm and leaned somewhat heavy 
upon it, 

Her mother, seelng her enter the grounds of 
their small domain, thus escorted, smiled with 
satisfaction, though she was sufficiently pradent 
not to let Mr. Hazlewood see how pleased she 
was at the exchange which her daughter seemed 
to have made, j 

Meanwhile Lionel Denison, carrying the ex- 
hsusted and half-famished child {fn his arws, 
walked on in the direction of his own house. — 

Had he nod ee = a Mat ee of a 
nation against Edith Grey, w probably 
have thought twice before exhibitiog himself with 
such a burden in his arms, upon a road where he 
was pretty eure to meet people who know him ; 
but, as fo was, ae | thought of A —-, 
appearance he t present, and w 16 
reached the Hermitage he frightened his houts- 
keeper half out of his wits by marchiog straigh’ 
into her room, and saying abruptly, as he placed 
the burden in her arms,— 

“ Here, Mrs. Curtis, I have brought someth!ng 
for you to take care of.” 

“Why, it’s a child, air!” exclaimed the 
worthy woman, In unfeigned astonishment. — 

“Of course it {¢,” replied her saaster, with » 


smile, 

“And it's alive!” continued the womaa, ber 
wonder Increasing. P 

“Yau, I suppose ft fs allve, bud ib is famished 
and most uncomfortably dirty. Give fb some 
food and wash {t, and see if you can make or 
borrow come clean clothes for it and fn the 
morning bring the little creature to me.” 

Mrs, Cortis looked at the alee child, then 





at her master, as she asked, doubtfally,— x 
“ Do you know who she belongs to, sir! 
"No; I found her by the alde of » dead 


feel acre whether her companion really pitied | woman, but thie will be her home uatil somebody 











Nov, 18, 1899. 





THE LONDON READER, 





139 








eres & 








claims her. However, I can’ stay to talk now ! 
J must go and gfve information to the police.” 

Then he went out of the room, leaving the 
housekesper to obey his orders, and to wonder 
what had come over her master. 

Before she had recovered from her surprise her 
husband came Into the room brimful of news and 
exultation, as he sald, — 

“] sey, Pewgy, something’s up between the 
master and Miss Grey, It's an ill-wind that 
blows nobody good, and you may take my word 
for ib we shan't have to turn out of this place, 
after all, through her.” 

‘Why, what makes you think sof” asked his 


wife. 

“I met her just now hanging on the arm of 
Mr, Healewood of Starcroft, and looking up into 
his eyes as we've seen her iook at master—the 
decaittal jade—-ond as I passed by the study 
window, minute, I saw the master with his 
hat on, elt down by the table, and bury his head 
in bis hands just aa if he was hearthadeen | and 
putting two and two together, Peggy, I believe 
we've got @ new lease of a very good bert, old 
woman, Why, by all that’s wonderful, what ’a 
gou got there?” 

Tt was the child thab had, for the firet time, 
attracted his attention, 

In the dim twiight he had not observed the 
little creature as ft lay in his wife's lep, but his 
volce had roused ft from sleep, and Ib now began 
to cry lustlly, 

Remembering her master’s order, Mrs. Curtis 
seat her busband for some milk while she gave 
the pecan mame taped era and the little 
creattire Was £002 6a rinking ravenously. 

To wash the poor little thing wae the next 
step, and the worthy honsekeeper’s womanly 
hears went out In tenderness to the tiny walf 
when she found how the baby limbs were fretted 
and sore with ueglect, 

Bat a surprise awalted her, for though the 
child’s frock and outer garments were of the 
chsapest and commonest description, her Hnen 
was of very fine cambric, and ber little bodice 
and petticoat were of the finest Saxony flannel, 
beautifully embroidered with white silk, though 
— was shockingly discoloured with dust 
aD 

" This isn’s the child of poor people,” thought 
Mrs, Cartis, as she exaraized there thinge, and 
I'll take care of the clothes, for they may be 
useful one day, I wonder if master does really 
mean to her here? I hope he does: there's 
noshing I'd better than to take care of the 
dear little pet, Poor child, though she basn’t 
a long in the world she has had a hard time 
of 81” , 

Then she put the little one to bed, though not 
without a Hngering suspicion in her mind that 
her master must know something more abou} the 
infant’s parentage than he had told her. 

This euspleion was not confirmed by his eubse- 
quent conduct, for he hardly looked at her the 
usat moraing ; and afterwards, beyond Inquihiog 
occasionally if the child was well and likely to 
thrive, he evinced no desire to see ber again, 
and showed no curious interest In her welfare, 

Indeed, he seemed to have forgotten that the 
liny girl was fn the house. He shut himself up 
® good desl in his study, or went out for long 
solitary walks and rides, and at last he gave up a 
struggle which he seemed to have been main. 
taining with himself, and left home, 

Before he went away, the woman by whose 
dead body the child was found was burfed at the 
expense of the parish, the guardians offering no 
objection to Mr, Denison taking charge of the 
infant {instead of throwing the expense of ‘ier 
i upon the heavily-burdened rate- 

ayers, 

_ In point of fact, they would have bad no ob- 
jection to his paying the expenses of the funeral 
had he been so inclined, but for mapy reasons he 
7 nob do this, 

‘amour had already whispered many dis- 
*greeable surmises about his connection with the 
dead woman and the living child, so that Edith 
Grey not only received a great deal of sympathy 
bat was consldered to be perfestly justified in 
r off her engagement with him. 

When he had been absent from home a couple 





of weeks he returned unexpectedly, and as- 
tonished Mr, and Mrs, Cartis by announcing 
that he was going out to China, and should leave 
the Hermitage io their charge, 

'* And the little girl? "the woman was about 
to ask, but remembering sorae of the stories she 
had heard whispered about, she thought her 
master might have made some arrangement for 
the little creature which be did nob mean to 
coramunicate to her, so she discreetly held her 


peace, 

A couple of hours later, however, Lionel] Den!- 
son, sitting in his garden and meditatively 
smoking a clgar, was startled by « Httle dot of a 
girl toddling to his side, and sayiag, with childieh 
confidence,-— ‘ 

* Elfie wants tweets.” 

He looked at the child eadly, thoagh not with- 
out a certain amonnt of astonishment ab her 
singular beauty, for the unusually dark eyes were 
set in a face that, now ib was clean, was the 
periection—of {Infantile delicacy of colour and 
beauty of form, while the abundant golden hair, 
curled and waved with a wild grace that only 
nature could bestow. 

The demand for sweets was repeated before he 
bethought himself of the emall box of bonbons 
which he sometimes carried fa his pocket. 

Ib was out of this box that he bad given the 
child some sweets when he had found her, and he 
now banded her the box {teelf, 

" Eifie give ’ou tise!” said the little thing, 
holding up her childish face for the caress, 

Be bent and kissed the baby lips, and, strangely 
enough, the memory of that kiss remained with 
him long after Edith Grey’s beauty wes forgotten, 
and all love for her had died out of his heart. 


CHAPTER II. 
AFTER LONG YRARS, 

Firtren years have passed since Lionel Denison 
and Edith Grey took their last walk together on 
the Shirley Hilis. 

He was betweeu one and two-and-twenty then, 
and she alittle more than eighteen; now they 
ars both on the shady side of thirty, and both 
are still unmarried, 

Thatshe is still Edith Grey fs certainly not 
her own fault, for few women could have tried 
barder to advan y change their father’s 
_— for that of some other man than she had 

one. 

Fallure, however, had dogged her footeteps 
from first to last, and whenever she seemed moat 
certain of success the greater had been her dils- 
appointment. The consequence is, that advancing 

ears and too-long protracted slogie bleesedness 
not only increased the natural acidity of her 
temper, but has given to her features a certalu 
sharpness of exprecsion that makes her lock the 
thing she really is—a enapplah, fretfal, discon- 
tented old maid. 

Her first disappolatment after lonel went to 
China was Mr. Hazlewood, of Starcroft. He 
paid her marked attentions, and made love to 
her in the most open and encouraging manner, 
but he sald nothing about matrimouy ; and when 
Mrs, Grey asked bim at what date he meant to 

her daughter, he told her coolly enough 
that he had no present tntention of marrying 
anybody, 

The indignatton of the two ladies knew no 

but it did not sffsch Mr. Hazlewood ; 
and, after a time, another adcirer appeared upon 
the ecene, and Edith broughs thie affair succoas- 
ws Up to an engagement. But nothing came 
of it, 

The gontleman met with some severe reversen, 
and Miss Grey promptly made the discovery that 
he and she were unsuited to each other, and had 
better part before It was too late, 

So matters went on, One eligible bachelor 
after another was caught, and severa! widowers 
had the most bairbreadth escapes, but all alike 
succeeded in slipping through ber fingers before 
she was able to tic the knot there fs no untying ; 
and now we find her at three-and-thirty as eager 
wot to change ae aoe and condition, bat 

chances 0: #0 very considerably 
dimi{ni: hod, 





She is in a flatter of excitement this evening, 
however, Old memories have come back to her. 
She remembers the lover of her youth, the max 
with whor she had quarrelled because he would 
not leave a friendless infant to the tender mercies 
of the world ; and now she tries hard to persuade 
heraelf that it is a lingering tendervess for him 
that haa kept her alngle all these years, 

When ehe ventures to hint this sweet con- 
solation to her mother that practical old lady 
laughs fn her face, and observes, with a sneer,— 

" Persuade Lionel to believe that story when 
he comes back if you can, my denr; bub yon had 
better tell fp to him before he sees that lovely 

rl over whom asa child you and ho fell out, or 

for one shail nob blame him ff he makes the 
asme choice now as he did then,” 

“Lionel will look for more than a pretty doll 
{fn a wife,” retorted Edith ; “and if he has been 
true to me all these years he fs not lkely to be 
lured awsy now by that baby face,” 

** Bat how can you suppose the man has ever 
given you a thought since he went away?” 
asked the mother, who in these later years had 
become very critical, and was nob always as 
forbearing as of old, “He has not written to 
you once,” 

"*No, but he has remained unmarried, which 
is much more to the purpose,” replied Fdith, 
with something like triamph In bar voice, 

Then turning to a glass she locked at her own 
face, and after a time she eald, with a sigh,— 

"T wonder if he will find me very ruch 
changed }* 

“ Obanged |” echosd the mother, disdainfally, 
"so changed that he won’t know you if he meets 
you asastranger. Changed, indeed! You are 
no more Ike you were at elghteon than I am, 
and if Lionel Denison remembers you ab all it 
will be as he last saw you, Bat he isn’t coming 
home to marry you, my dear; so don’t prepare 
Gisappolntroent for yourself by thinking he is, 
He hasn't had that little beggar child educated 
like a lady for nothing.” 

" Put he is old enough to be her father,” pro- 
tested Edith, 

“ What has that to do with ib }” returned her 
mother, *Heis a young man still, and Is pro- 
bably far better looking than when he lefo 
England, No, thore is not a chance for you, 
Edith, unless you can get Elie out of the way 
befors he sees her,”’ 

Edith Grey tossed her head disdainfully as her 
mother spoke, but for all that the suggestion 
sank into her heart, aud she began to ponder over 
the possibility of getting rid of Eifie until her 
own hold upon Lionel should be firmly eatab- 
lished, 


Tals was the more difficult to accomp'lsh, be- 
cause gehe had never been friendly with the 
protégé of Lionel Denleon, but had looked upon 
her with the aame feeling of aversion that sbe 
bad felt when firat she beheld her—regged, un- 
kempt, and unwashed amongst the heather on 
the Shirley Hills, 

Not thab she or anyone in the neighbourhood 
had seen much of the beautiful girl since that 
August evening long ago ; for one morning about 
a year after Lionel Denison had gone to China, 
his housekeeper received {ustructions to send the 
child fn her care to a certain school in the north 
of England, where arrangements had been made 
for her reception, and he Mkewise intimated that 
be wished as few words aa possible sald to the 
little girl about her unknown parentage or the 
person who now supported her, 

Mrs, Cartis read this letter to her husband, 
and remarked, significantly,— 

* A nod {a as good as a wink to a blind horas, 
I always thought there was something strange 
about the pretty dear. I shall be sorry to lose 
her, bat [t’s for her good, and the master meaus 
to bring her up like a lady,” 

Then the good woman shed a few tears, and 
est to work to obey her master’s orders, 

But she did not send the child to the distant 
school ; she took her there herself, and, in hand- 
Ing her over to the lady who presided over the 


establishment, she spcke of the little girl as Miss 
Elfie, and gave the impression, without actually 
saying anything to warrant it, that the youth- 
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fal pupil was tn some way related to Lionel 
Denison. 

The effect of a word or a look will often in- 
finence a child’s destiny, and good Mra. Cartir, 
by her tone and manner, and by the deference 
with which she submitted to the childish whims 
of her little charge, certainly made the achool- 
mistress beileve that the pretty, strange-locking 
creature was born to fill a good position in life, 

So while Miss E:fie was petted and allowed to 
have her own way to a very considerable extent, 
she was always beautifally dressed ; and, as she 
grew older, she had the advantage of studying 
under the best masters that could be obtained, 
and all the accomplishments which are coneldered 
necessary for the education of a gentlewoman 
were taught her as a matter of course, 

It fs true that the half-yearly bills that 
reached Lionel Denison were heavy, and had he 
been In England he might have grumbled over 
some of the items, but at such a distance from 
home this scarcely seemed worth while; and, 
moreover, he felt that he knew eo little about 
the average cost of a girl's dress and board and 
education, that to complain would only be to 
expose his ignorance upon the eubject withont 
much chance of altering the condition of affairs, 

Mrs, Cartis, having brought the child to her 
new home, soon took leave of her, but the part- 
ing was to both » very bitter one. 

The housekeeper went away with tears In her 
eyes, as though he had left behind her some- 
thing belonging to herself ; while the little one 
wept pasefonately, and for two days and nights 
refused to be comforted, 

Happily the griefe <f childhood sre never very 
lasting, and poor E:fie gradually ceased to pine 
for the dear, kind face, which was the only one 
she could distirctly remember as having looked 
upon her with eyes of love. 

For the next ten years Elfis was kept at the 
same school, and the only interruption in the 
monotony of her life was when Mrs. Cartie came 
to see her once a year. 

When she was about twelve years of age, Eifie 
pald a visit to the Hermitage for a few weeks, 
while arrangements were belog made for her to 
go toaschoolia France. Bat during this brief 
hollday the girl made no acquaintances. 

Mre, Cartis clung to her like her own shadow, 
Nobody called at the Hermitage; few people 
seemed to take any notice of the girl, and still 
fewer remembered anything about her infancy, 
so that not a hint concerning the manner In 
which Lionel Denison had found her was breathed 
in her ears, 

Ox this occasion she met in her walks a lady 
who wae no longer In her first youth, though the 
fanciful girl expressed her opinion to Mra. Cartis 
that ahe must have once been pretty. She also 
called the housekeeper’s attention to the fact 
that this lady always frowned angrily at her 
when they met, and that ehe seemed to regard 
her with positive dislike. Bat Mrs. Cartis never 
volunteered any remark, and at last Elfie asked 
her point-blank who the lady was, and why she 
looked at her ae she did, 

The answer was that fb was a Miss Grey, but 
beyond that Elfie obtained no satlafactory Infor- 
mation, for the worthy housekeepsr Ceclined to 
say any more than that Miss Grey was a crabbed 
old maid, and particularly warned E:fie against 
speaking to her, 

"She is like the wicked fairy in the story- 
books, my dear,” sald the old woman, vaguely ; 
“and the less you ever have to do with her the 
better.” 

This warning, however, only gave Miss Grey 
an additional interest In the eyes of the imagina- 
tive girl, and more than once she hed Lalf 
paused, as thorgh with the Intention of address- 
ing her. Bat Ejith had on each occasion turned 
away disdainfally ; and, as Elfie’s holidays were 
not of very long duration, the danger which Mra. 
Cartis dreaded waa averted, 

Thinge were changed now, however; E fie had 
left school for good, and Lionel Denison, who had 
been absent from England for fifteen years, was 
coming home at last. 

It is nob to be supposed that Elfie had never 
asked any questions about her own parentage, 
for, in point of fact, she had tormented every- 





body with whom she came in contact upon the 
subject, and eapecialiy curious had she been to 
ascertain what relation her guardian, as Lionel 
termed himself, was to her, 

No one could or would enlighten her, however, 
and she wove in her busy little brain many 
romances of which she herself was the heroine, 
and all of them were naturally based upon the 
presumption that her actual condition was what 
{p seemed to be—that she was the daughter of a 
gentleman, was undoubtedly an he , and 
would one day marry a mea who would be 
fofialtely superior to all the rest of his sex. 

E fie ie very excited at the thonght that her 
guardian will soon be back in hia old home, and 
ehe wouders what he is like and whether he will 
+ kind to her, and she tries In vain to remember 

m, 

She has always pictured him to herself as an 
old man, and in her last letter--the last that he 
could receive before she would eee him—she had 
asked him to send her bis portrait, eo that she 
might recogulse him on his retarn, while ehe sent 
him her own, that he might recogolee her. 

A long time elapsed before an answer came to 
her request, and one summer evening E fie went 
down to the shrubbery gate to look ont for the 
postman, because she knew the China mail was 
In, She was vot disappointed, for he brought 
with him and handed to her the long-expected 
missive, 

Tue grounds of the Hermitage were large and 
secluded, so instead of returning to the house 
Hifie turned into the shrubbery, and seating 
omg on @ garden-chair, proceeded to open her 
etter, 

There was a carte-de- visite Inside the envelope, 
ani girl-like she hastened to Icok at it before 
reading what the original of the portrait had 
written. 

A strange sensation thrilled her heart ae, with 
sager eyes and half-parted Nps, she gazed on the 
likeness of the fine form and handeome face that 
could only belong to a man who fs very much on 
the sunny side of forty. 

“And I thought he was old,” she mused 
aloud ; “old enough to be my father, or even 
my grandfather, while, fo fact, he fs young 
enough to be my—-—” 

She did not Buish the sentence, for a voice 
close to her ear hissed, — 

** Your husband, I auppose you think ?” 

With a wild cry of alarm E:fie sprang to her 
feet, and stood face to face with the woman 
roe 4 for so long a time had been auch s myetery 
to her 

© Who are you?” she asked, angrily, " How 
dare you intrude upon me like thie} "’ 

“Intrude upon you!” eneered Edith Grey, 
with a bitter laugh. “ Youarea mighty Impor- 
tant personage to be intruded upon, certalaly. 
I suppose you think that people have forgotten 
ander what circumstances Lionel Devieon found 
you?” 

“Found me!” echoed the gir), passiog her 
hand across her brow, the better to clear her 
brain and realise the meaning of the worde that 
fell apon her ears, 

But Edith patd no heed to her exclamation ; 
all the pent-up spite and animosity which had 
been accumulating in her heart against the girl 
whom she had made the ostensible excrse for her 
rupture with Lionel Denilson, now burs forth in 
such a torrent of contempt, eccuratior, and fn- 
vective that she at whom the burnlng words were 
hurled stood mute with amazement, not unmixed 
with terror. 

At length Edith Grey pause’, not so much 
from having nothing more to say as from 
sheer exhaustion ; and Eifie, clutching the top of 
the garden seat for support with one hand while 
she pressed the other on ber throbbing heart, 
found her volce at last, and sald, paiofully,—. 

“ What you tell me cannot be true. If I had 
been found by the side of a dead beggar-woman 
when I wae a very little girl I muat bave heard 
someth!ng about ft, and I should not have been 
brought up as if were Mr. Denison’s daughter. 
No; the more I think cf it the more I am con- 
vinced that you have invented thie cruel story, 
because for some reason which I cannot under- 
stand ycu hate me.” 
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* Hate you!” echoed Edfth, her eyes bleziog 
with the fury into which she had worked her- 
self, “Have I not good cause to hate you} 
Bat for you Lionel Denfson would never have 
been an exile {In a foreign land during all the 
best years of his life, but would have been 
living bere in his own house with me, whom he 
loved, ae his wife. Is ft to be wondered at that 
T bote the serpent that hae blighted his life and 
mine *” 

There was such a world of ravconr In the 
words, and Im the voize of the faded beauty, 
and she looked so spiteful and so worr by time 
acd disappointment, that Eifie, gazing at her, sald, 
without thinking of the sting she might inf ct, — 

Bat you must be much older than my 
guardian, He Is young and handsome”—and 
she glanced at the portrait she beld in her hand 
—" while you are——” She paused, natural 
delicacy making her hesitate to wound thegeclings 
even of 8 woman who had shown auch an ntter 
want of consideration for her. 

“What am Ij" was the savagely uttered 
demand, 

‘ You—you-—are almost old,’ replied E.fie. 

Ths faded woman gasped, but she had wasted 
her strength beforehand, and could now only 
ancwer feebly,—- 

‘At any rate, 1am three years younger than 
Mr, Denison, and I very much doubt {f be doesn’t 
look older than he seems in that photograph. 
Here, let me look at [t,” 

Bat Eifie quickly thrust the unread letter and 
the carte de visite into her pocket, as she zald,— 

“Io waa not intended for you, If my guar- 
dian had wiehed you to have hfs portrait he 
would, no doubt, have sent it to you; and as 
for your arseertion that I prevented him from 
msrrying you, ] simply do not belleve it.” 

‘Tt was not that be would not marry me, but 
that I would not marry him unless he sent you 
away from hie houee,” replied Edith. ‘‘In a 
momend of anger he refused, and I would not 
liaten to him afterwards, and he went away 
almosh broken-hearted, but he hae been true to 
me, and he may still be happy if you do not 
wreek the dearest hopes of his life a second time.” 

I don’t know what Influence I can have upon 
his hopes or happiness,” replied Eifie, sadly. *‘ If 
Iam no more to him than you say I arc, | am 
sure he will not consider my feelfngs on the 
snbject if he wishes to marry you.” 

‘Bat you don’t oppose that I would marry 
him with you living In his house, do youn’” de- 
manded Mise Grey, with asneer. “If I refused 
to do so when you were a child I should certainly 
not tolerate your presence now,” 

‘'T don’t think you are likely to be atked to 
do so,” wae the courteous, though somewhat 
ambiguous reply, av, with a slight Inclination of 
the head, Eifie turned and wa'ked towards the 
house, leaving the elder woman to look after her 
with eyes full of envy, hatred, malice, and all 
anchailiableness, 

Bat though the girl behaved bravely and 
calmly enough In the presence of her enemy, she 
wee, {n truth, stung to the very heart. 

Hers was an iotensely proud and senaitive 
vatare, and until this hour she had never 
coubted for a moment that she was wall born, 
and when at schoo! ehe had, it muet be confessed, 
looked with much condescension and some pity 
upon girls of plebeian orlgin, But now she was 
tolg that she herself came nob even from 
respectable if humble stock, but that ehe was the 
offspring of the very lowest of the low—that she 
had been picked up ont of pity, and had ever 
ince been eimply a recipient of charity, 

If it fs eo, it was cruel of him to let me grow 
up fn {Ignorance of my true condition,” she 
thought, resentfally, as she sought the seclusion 
of her own room, and read the letter which her 
telf-appointed guardian had sent her, 

There was not much fn the epistle. The writer 
of it sald he hoped she hid been a good and 
industrious girl while at school, slace it was very 
probable that she would bave #o tarn her educa- 
lon to some practical account, 

At any other time th!s suggestion would have 
earprieed and annoyed her, bat coming now as it 
did after Edith Grey's assertions, it eeemed but a 
confirmation of the epltefal woman’s story, 





“TJ will ask Mrs. Carile if it fe true that he 
found me by the side of a dead woman on the | 
Shirley Hills,” she decided, as she folded up the 
letter and returned {t, with the photograph, to 
her pocket. ‘If itis true,’ she went on, ‘and | 
if I find that he and that dreadful woman were | 
engaged to be married at that time, and that he 
Is com!ng back now to make her his wife, they 
may both be eure that I shall not toterfere with 
their comfort. I would take o situation as a | 
kitchenmaid sooner than live for # single day 
under the same roof with her!” 

She looked more fit to be a young duchess than | 
a kitchenmald az she eaid this, but she was 
terribly ia earnest, Nothiog should ever induce 


her to remain a burden upon the man who bad | c 


hitherto acted the part of a father to her; and | 
as for being an obstacle in any way to hia happi- 
ness she would rather die a dozen deaths, 

And that night, by dint of much crose-ques- 
tioning, she extracted from Mre. Curtis the story 
of how ehe was first brought to the Hermitage, | 
and how Lionel Denison’s engagement with Miss | 
Grey was broken off in consequence. 

"That's why she alwaye looks at you so apite- | 
fally, my dear,” continued the old woman, 
soothingly, ‘but ehe has only herself to blame | 
for the master golng away as he did; it wasn’t 
your fant,” 

** No, to was not my fault,” echoed E fie. | 

But when she found herself again salons the 
agonising thought that filled her heart would find | 
expression In words. 

“The womau’s story was true,’ she groaned, 
“Twas but a little outeast when he picked me | 
up and fed and sheltered me, aud ft seems, too, 
that I was the innocant cause of his great un- 
happiness. Bat this shall not happen agaiv. I | 
will go away from this place before be returns, 
and then he and that woman who hates me will | 
neither of them find me tn their way.” 

She shed some very bitter tears as she made | 
this resolution, and the sobs which she tried to | 
suppress almost choked her; for all the bright | 
dreams of her girihood were shattered, and ehe 


was about to throw herself mpon the cold, pitiless 
world, knowing as littie how to steer her course 
as does a flower cast upon the surface of & 
ewlftly- flowing river. 

(To be continued. ) 
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‘A BOOK FOR LADIES 


The knowledge contained in this book is of PRICE- 
LESS VALUS TO EVERY MARRIED LADY, and hw 


| been the means of brightening the lives of thousande 
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SOCIETY. 


THe military household of the Tsar fa composed 
of ninety-sight officers of various ranks, eighty- 
two of whom belong to the Army, aad fifteen to 
the Navy. Nineteen members of the Royal 
Family are Included in the List. 

Tue Dake and Dachess and the Princesses of 
Connaught are at Bagshot Park, which place 
will be thelr headquarters unt!! after the 
Emperor's Willlam’s visit to England, when they 
ara 9 probably going to Italy for » few months. 

Tas Dake of Coburg will probably come to 
England at the end of the month for about three 
weeks, most of the time being spent at Clarencs 
House ; and he will pay visite to the Qaeen at 
Windsor Castle, and to the Prince and Princess 
of Wales at Sandringham. 

Tar Duke and Dachess of Fife have now for 
several years past made Brighton thelr head- 
quarters during the winter, and, although 
pay occasional visits to London and eleewhere, 
thelr children remain by the sea throughout the 
winter. This winter the Dake and Duchess will 
once more reside at Brighton, 

Tr fs = {in Austrian a cireles that Crown 
Princeas Stephanie contemplates marrying agalp, 
Ths object of her Imperial Highnese’s chotce i is 
said to be a young Hungarian nobleman, To 
marty him she would, it fs stated, Iny aside her 
rank and position, as well as the guardiansh!p of 
her only child, the Archduchess Elizabeth, who 
has just entered on her seventeenth year, and 
who fs a prime favourite with her grandfather 
the Emperor, 

Tre Emperor Willism will not vislt Sandring- 
ham during his stay In England, which Is to 
extend over nine days, The Emperor ia te be the 
guest of the Qaeen at Windsor Castle from 
Monday, November 20th, until Saturday, the 
25th, when he goes Into Westmoreland on a visit 
to Lord Lonsdale, at Lowther Castle. There 
. to be a great battue in Lord Lonedale’s park on 

Monday, the 27th, and Pong any will leave 
Lowther on Taeeday, the 28th, to rejoin hia 
his om. either at Leith or at Newcastle-on- 


ba 

Is difficult to realise that Princess Margaret 
of Connaught is of marrisgeable age, yet the 
question of her betrotha! has more than once 
been discussed of late, and It {fs ramonred that Ib 
may not be impossible that this geutis littie 
Princess may one day occupy a great position, 
The Tesarevitch, it is said, would prefer to marry 
av Koglish Peincess, and the only one who would 
be of suitable age would be Princess Margaret of 
Connaught, who promises to be one of the 
sweetest, and at the same time most tactful, of the 
Qaeen’e descendants, 

From her earliest childhood the Qaean of 
Ttaly has had a pasefon for books, and erly set 
herself to master the different languages fn which 
the best of them are written. She studied 
Eaglish fn order to make Shakespoare’s acquaint- 
ance, and to this day he remains her favourite 
author, followed closely by Ruskin and Darwin. 
Among German writers ehe loves Gcéshe best ; 
among French, Racine and Chsteaubriand, She 
knows Spanish well, and Latin and Greek are 
familiar tongues. Add to thisa wide range of 
‘!ologtes,” of which she has a practical know- 
ledge, and the Queen Margaret's title to the 
reputation of being the most learned of queens Ia 
ae 

Wall great occasions the Emperor William of 
Gs po dae wears a queer old ring, which isa talls- 
man of his family, and for which he hae the 
greatest respect. its history dates from the 
time of the Elector John Cicero, who flourished 
towarda the close of the fifteeuth century, Since 
that time each ruler has, if possible, handed to 
his successor a sealed packet just before his 
death, The packet contains a ring, in which fs 
se} @ black stone, which, !t is said, was dropped 
by @ toad on the coverlet of & princess of the 
familly immediately after she had given birth to 
ason. Frederick the Great found the ring in an 
envelope, together with a memorandum written 
by Frederick L., telling ite value and the mode of 
transmission, 





STATISTICS. 


Tu average life of Londoners fe 57 years, 

Tae number of Buddblets is computed to be 
455,000,000. 

Tue population of Jerusalem is 45,900. Of 
these 25,000 are Hebrews. 

Tr is ascertained, on scientific data, that the 
alr resistance to a rallway-train of average 
weight moving sixty miles an hour is 11,274 lbs, 
—neariy six tons, 





GEMS. 


THE great charm of all power is modesty. 

Lire {fs made up, not of great wacrifices or 
duties, but of listle things, In which smiles 
and kindoess, and small obligations given 
habitaally, are whab preserve the heart and 
secure comfort. 

Tre standard of worth fs not a gold standard, 
Oae of the most Insidious tendencles of the 
times {s the tendency to make wealth the 
measure of one’s position in the world. Not 
what we have, and not what our fathers had 
and did, but what we are and what we do Is 
the true test of our merit and greatness, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Stewep Friurer or Bezr,—Logredients+ Half 
& pound fillet of beef, three mushrooms, two tea- 
spoonfuls shallot or onion, half a piut stock or 
water, half an ounces glace, sprig parsley, thyme, 
anc marjoram, balf an ounce butter, one ounce 
flour, salsand pepper. Wipes the meat; trim off 
all fat; cut the lean into large square pieces, 
Peel and chop the shallot, and exsmine and peel 
the mushrooms. Tie the herbs together with 
fine string or cotton, 

Venice Ferrrens.—-Ingredlents : Three ounces 
whole rice, two ounces fine su; three ouncas 
currants, four ounces finely c opped apple, a 
teaspoonfal flour, three eggs, one ounce butter, 
a pinch of sait, and the grated rind of a small 
lemon. Boll the rice ia milk till sender and dry, 
add the eugar, butter, sals and lemon. When 
cool, mix with It the currants, the apples finely 
chopped, the flour, and the eggs well-beaten. 
Drop the mixture in small fritters, fry them ta 
butter, when firm on one alde turn to the other, 
fry abont eight minutes, drain them, and serve 
with sifted sugar over, 








one. 


Maup: “I firmly believe that we shoud love 
our enemies.” Jcck: “To thet case I declare 
war upon you at once,” 

“ JOHNNIE, yon talk too mach.” ‘See here, 
dad, am I to blame for your marrying into a 
talkative family ?” 

"Do you think this poem of mine will live }” 
asked the high-browed youth. “I dunno,” 
answered the brutal acquaiatance ; “1b ought to. 
It seems pretty tough.” 

Sortevs (excitedly): “ The edition of my book 
fe exhautted!” Castleton: “Ine a great mis- 
take, old man.” Scribas : ‘ Whatis?” Caatile- 
ton: “ To be so generous!” 

“ Wett, doctor, what do you think about the 
swelling atthe back of my necki” “I don’t 
like the look of ft, as it fs in a very dangerous 
place, My advice to you is to keep your vye on 
it!” 

Tae Ber: “I want to thank you so much 
for that beavsifal present.” Her Married Friend: 
“ Say no more, my dear ; it was a trifle.” The 
Bride: ‘*I didn’t think so when I gave {t to you 
at your marriages,” 
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NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Grrsy.—Under the circumstances you are respousibls, 
L. OC. D.—The Admiralty Office is at Whiteh,!). 
London. 


Dick Warrriscrox.—Lord Mayor's Day is the gih of 
November. 

Porrrm.-—-The Sahara Desert is three times as larze us 
the Mediterranean. 


Hatvas.—If a person dies Intestate leaving two 
daughters, they sbare equally. 


Decervep.—It would be well for the second oman he 
married to consult a good lawyer without delay. 

Orantant.—Without papers it is Impossible for you 
either to make a claim or obtain payment of a pension. 

Is Trovntz.—Yonu had better call on a local clergy- 
man, —— doubt ath fered give you every assistance 
you want. 

Lattm. —Viccination is still compulsory unless a cer- 
tlficate of exeraption is given by the magistrates unde: 
the recent Act. 

Orzmuik.— The fact that a man had not seen or heard 
of bis wife for sfx years would not be sufficient to 
prevent conviction ior bigamy. 


Dicky Brap.— windows with borax, instoa? 
of ammonia or soa) ‘os much less time than tle 
ordinary way, and is a succese. 


A LULLABY. 


ene anes birdikin, 
Bilk-aolt fi birdikin, 
aott for 
With wind in the east. 
birdikin, 


8 a another ; 
uch Boo onl for reais 4 
Is east-wind day. 


soft, leafik 
tly curl not iit 
Stix sheath — lea flctn 


Mach too harsh for leafikin, 
East wind blows. 


Creep close, Iarabixin ; 
Nestle, hide by mother's alde 
Tul ups; ring, for lambixtn, 
Dataies 
=. Oh, lambikin, 
afte in fold from the cold 
T. 3 ‘econ wind for lamabikin 
Her wings unfold. 


—_S Oh} babykin, 
Rn ~_ -, ther’s joy, tahins boy, 
earl 0 price is 
And winds are keen. 
Dream, sweot babykin, 
Golden head tn rosy bed, 
Over sleepy bo >y icin, 
i 


Angels, lean 


Bert.—Ths Trani ils not an “independent 
Sovereign State,” but a pated its independence under 
the Convention "agreed te in 1581. 


SvamratTuwer.—The first trial of Dreyfus by a civil 
tribune] was in the Criminal Division of the Oourt of 
Oaesation. The second was by the entire Court. 


pee —A meee uzed vnder the edges of cerpets, 
and a sligh er ae cloth or sale” ea re seve much 
ene ag and lagour if im place of the 
oom, 


A. M. G.—A cheque must Se cotut ae coe the ilfe- 
time of the drawer, otherwise itis void. If it was f» 

a debt owing ee comers gti cam claira on his 
cusation, 


Brewxgpict.—Thoe g man may marry in the 
name in which he has veg brought up and by whlch 
he is commonly known; but he would do well to 
describe himself for registration also by his parental 
name, 4 


Warrxurs.—Wrinkles round the eyes anc forehead 
may caully be removed by the apstonnati use of _ 
good cream, with face mass The progress of dis- 
appearances is gradual, but if at if the. treatmentis persevered 
with, it fe generally effective. 


Awntr’s Lovr.—What fe known as North Amertcs ie 


United States ; South America covers about halt- a-dozen 
Republics, Write Emigrants’ information Ofice, ° 
Broadway, London, 8.W., for latest trade reports trom 
colonies, 


Disarrotnten,—You have worked yourself into 2 
morbid condition of roind, and the sooner you get rid 
of it the better for yourself and everyone connécted w!'! 
you. Be patient and wait your > fon. As for getting 
moartied, the more you think about it co Teees the 
want of a sweetheart, the more you will decrease your 


chances by dimintshing your attractiveness. 
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SOFT VELVETY SKIN 
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or USNS) SKIN’ TONIC 
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EMOLLIENT, 


1 REMOVES ALL 
ROUGHN&SS, 
REDNESS, 
CHAPS, 
IRRITATION, Ete. 


SOLE MAKERS— Bottles 6d. & is, 


M, BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham. 


















PEPPER’S TONIC 


Promotes Appetite. 
CURES DYSPEPSIA, HYSTERIA, NERVOUS COMPLAINTS 
SeaILLING BRoTrrniEes. 





SHILLING 
BOTTLES. 
A SPOTLESS SKIN. LOT On 
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in size and qx 


any Machine. Works\ eed 

or Treadle. 4 years’ guasantee, 
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P.O. for one — s trial. 


Bal. = 
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THE A ant ING @ Maching Coc 


1865, a Srreet, Campagn Town, Feseet) 
63, Sevan Sisters RD.; ; eee , KILsvrm, 
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A BEAUTIFUL OOMPLEX 3 
ZRUPTIONS, PIMPL 
ENTIRELY FADE AWAY. 
THEY Wilt NOT 
ENTANGLE OR BREA 
THE HAiA. 


Are effective and require 
no skill te use. 

12 Curlers in Box, Free 
by Post for 5 Stamps. 
Of all Hairdressers td 

—- Wholesale. 


8. HOVENDEN & SONS, 


ae St., W., and 
Olty Rd., B.0., Lendsn. 




















J. A. N.—On two ounces gh Pree r one pint | 
ot botling water ; cover till next oe 


carefully and put into a clean bottle. bleepoonfal | 





ii give collars and culls an appearance of newness, 


_ CORA—AD oll stain on marble may be removed by | 
is a mixture of one-and-a-half parte of soit soap, 


“ahalf parts of potash, and three parts of | when arrangementz are being made for publi 
to marriage ie the names, th 


Faller's earth. Mix with boiling water, and apply to) names 


Sirver Tarzaps.--Impossible to Bay the cause of grey 
— strain it hairs ; often they are brought on by the use of strong 
metallic tn edicines ; sometimes violent emotion pro- stones causes noises that, inaudible t>» human beings, 
. this Mquor stirred ‘nto a pint of cmenee starch | duces them; but when they appear fm comparative | are perfectly so, and also very alarming, 
| youth there ia always the hope that vigour will reassert Rats have been known to desert mines shortly before 

| itself and restore the lost colour to the heir. 


Lassiz.—The information requtred by the re fetrar sate reason. 


Curatovs.—Rata often desert a ‘houses before 't falls 
down, because the settling of the beams, bricks, and 


to the rodents. 


| earthquakes or subsidences occurred, probably for the 


F. M.—Wheat is grown all over the world, in the 
| southern as well aa in the northern hemispberve, and a: 


prelim 
the spots, letting it remain three hours or 60, and then { eceupations, and residences of bride and bridegroom, — winter in balf of the world occurs when the other 


soap and water. 


Por Poygnat.—A peck of rose leaves, gathered perf: 
cry, strew over half pound salt. and let them remain | 
two or thres days; then mix half. t-pound »ay salt, sorae 
ily leaves or lavender, one ounce cloves, ony nutmeg, 
grated, two ox three bay leaves ; some freeh rose leaves 
=v added 


affeotion you happen 


Fickix.—Your best plan is to state frankly to 
| ae lover the state of'your feelings. It isa hitte i 


bum “ | Constant Reaver.—Tho way to 
Hating, no doubt, but it is the only " honest and Pes ong ae raat daily 
ctuder in the morniog produced oe the application of 
a evious night | the caustic (two penny-worth) may 
chemist ; some caution is necessary, Att Bacx Noumerrs, Pants and Votvmre are in 
| Bearer if the excrescences are really moles, not | priut, and may be bad of any Booksellers, 


crue” course, You should have thought of the old | 


adage: 
“Tis woll to be off with the old love 
Bofore you are on with the new,” 


from any c 


| also names and residences of parents if known or alive; | 
* - ' 
lectly | | If unknown, tho registrar must rest content with paing 


Lovgt on ~ ton must call your pride and aclt-respect 
b> sear, somstance oes Ferg Prt atti Ve te | sowing or a wheat harvest is not going on in some part 
froxa tims to time, but more salt will be ) accomplished, we should advise you to keep out of bis | of the world. 

| ways munch as possible. We do not doubt that you | 
; will goon learn to forget him and laugh at seuant tor | 
| Having onte imagined you were in love with him 


alt has ita summer, the Ohilfans and Australians are 
aie and reaping wheat while the northern hemis- 
phere is wrapped in snow. In so many countries ie 
wheat grown, and under such diverse conditions, that 
there is no month in the year during which wheat- 








Tsar Loypow Rr: ozm can be sent to any part of the 

| world, post-free, Three-balfpence Weekly ; or Quarterly, 

rid of war ms ia to | One Bball ing and Eightpence. The yearly subscription 

, soraping off the for the Monthly Part, including Christmas Part, is 
Eigat Shillings and Rig pence, post-free, 


H. C.—To two gallons water add two ounces broised warts, they had better not be interfered with lest 477 


gin ger and two pounds of a 


Dall ounce cream of tartar. When nearly cold_edd a, skin, 
cup ul of yeast. Let it work for two omer. then strain, 
bet botthe and cork. A preference is 

4, 


Rev Rosr.—We do not know what {ts causes may be 
in your cage, but we think that J = aps indiges. 


tion or bad ¢ireulation--perha n case, you surfaces a8 it is 
will do wall to be careful ms chanel pomernrg: Whalatome tod food; | stand heavy 
not to overload the digestive ; to take plenty of 


aly tight corsete, 


ugar. Boil half an hour, | disease be set up; the wart has always a rough ¢ | 
ekim, and pour into a far or tub with sloed lerscon and | the mole does not seem to come quite through the post free Eightpence, Also Vol. 
6d. 


Oomstast Resper.— To preserve the wenn in | 
given to stone | flowers, mosses, &o,, for mounting, it is mye 3 
should be. pressed immediately they are Send | 
Place the specimens between two sheets of Notting 
paper, and fod these between two boards, with as level | 
bie to obtain, om the top of which | or 
gute, and let them remain there until | W.0. 
outdoor ae tb oan ty the whole cf the “ey ete Be opt ia the plants; | 
nt exercise, toa it clothing, espeel- en mount them ey must be keptin a place that 
‘ , ls perfectly dry, or else they will econ fad | scripts, 


NOTIOCE.—Part 462 ls Now Ready, price Sixpence, 
LRELL, bo ud in 
Gloth, 4s. 


Tur INDEX ro Vor. LXXII. fs now Ready; Price 
One Penny, post-free, Three-Halfpence. 


Att LeTrers TO Bk ADDREESFD TO THE Eprtor 
Be Lonpow Reapen, 26, Catherine Street, Strand, 


es We cannot undertake to return rejected manu- 
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QUALITY and FINISH GUARANTEED PERFECT. 


No. 175. 























Ring Catalogue 


WHAT WE SAY. 


22, Oxford St., Chelsea, London, S.W., 

Gentlen nen,—Kindly excuse the inevitable 
acknowledging receipt of ri ing. It gives every satis 
and I bave seen simular ones in Crty Jewel rs at prices 
20 per cent. in advance of yours. You might send me your 


Yours truly, E 


J. N. Masrers (Ltd ). 


». A. SHEWARD. 


2, 4/99- 
lay in 
faction, 
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mid 
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Great Tuour 
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designs in tesochen tf 
dear to the feminine 


= 


Price Port es eee GHD, 10/8. Three Fiae Diamonds, M an ps 10/6. Ke ad _—— 
0/6. +8. :, “ ‘ onds, assive design. °. Mi . Mas 
18-ct. Gold, 25'« ct. Gold, Say Twisted-Wire very neat Engagement Solid Gold. Beast a Mispah Set with real Bivo 
)-ct 40/- Pattern Engagement | Ring, H Ring, set with real stone. 

= ; as anc ih a5 Ing, all-marked. -ct. Gold, 28/- 7 g-ct. Gold, only 16. 
Every ring we supply Ribbon pattern, Ring, Lovelocked g-ct. Gold, Diamond, 
bears the Government choicely engraved. earts. 9 ct. Gold, 40/- et. . -OB/0 engraved as shown. 
Hall-mark, proof posi- Set with = Gol ) ct. 4, 6B/- . ‘ o-ct. Gold. 10/8 ona — F thos 

tive of es Diamond of great 9ct. Gold, 10/6. A very popular Gent.’s _ — of your Local . 
Quality brilliancy r8-ct. 5, 2B/« Highly finished. Ring. Sct. » BS/- Tradesmen. 
PROVES 


Suasrous customers. 


GHTS, July rsth, 
J. N. Masters (Ltd. ), Rye, designers of the ‘ Queen's Com 

* have recently issued some charming 
and other articles of Jewellery 
eart. As they manufacture and 
direct to the public, thereby dispensing with the 

man’s seryices, an enormous saving is effected to 
Their catalogee, rightly 


899, says t-="* Messrs. 








ated ‘a genuine money-saver,’ should be in 
of every one of our readers,” 













Charming Mizpah Brooch, in case complete, 6d, extra. 
ALL JEWELLERY SENT FREE BY REGISTERED POST. 











No, 103. 
Recently designed, very preity 
exactly as sketched. Raised and en- 
graved, Gold, Hall-marked. 
rice 13/- 


Quite new; only recently designed. 
Commands a large sale and gives uni- 
versal satisfaction. Exact to sketch 


Gold, Hall-marked, 12s. 








“Sa 
ry pretty pattern, Frith exquisite raised 





Hall-marked Gua? ao with real Pearls. 
Engraved as shown, with Box and Glass SS. ‘or ored old ornamentation in centre. Gold, 


at back to take hair or photo. 
Price 11/« 


Hali-marked. 
Price only 13 6. 











THE BRIDE’S BANGLE. 














Solid eg 5 
Silver, py The initial is artistically cut and 
Elegant Name Brooches, various 4- 2 mounted on bar, joined with ivy spray 


designs, all very neat. Aay name 
emp ae. Handsome 

Silver, 2/-< Gold, 20/- Pattern. 
Hall-marked. 


All initials in stock. 
Price, Silver, 2/6. Gold, 6/6, Haii- 
marked. In case complete, 6d. extra. 


Well made. 
Very Strong 

















SUPERB BRACELET. 















We guarantee the guality of 
every article of Jewellery 
supplied. 

Save Money by Dealing Direct. } Wit! last for years. 


Silver, 3/6. 


Gold Filled (equal in 
appearance and wear to 
Solid Gold), 10/6. 





Very Massive Design. Solid Gold, 50/- 




















J. N. MASTERS (Ltd.), Estd. 1860, Art Jewellers, RYE, SUSSEX. 








- COLLIS BROW NE’S 


CHLORODY NE 


REAT SPECIFIC 


| DIARRHGA, HYSENTERY, ({HOLERA. 
| 





ONLY GENUINE 


COUGHS, COLDS, 
ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. 


D®. 4. J. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE ie a liquid medicine 
PAIN OF EVERY KIND, affords a calm, refreshing sleep, 
WITHOUT 1 HEADACHE, and invigorates the nervous system when exhausted, 


»R. J. COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE.—Vice-Chancellor Sir | 
W. PAGE WOOD stated publicly in Court that Dr. J. COLLIS BROWNE was | 
undoubtediy the INVENTOR of CHLORODYNS, that the whole story of the | 
defendant Freerean was deliberately untrue, and he regretted to say it been | 
| 


GENERAL BOARD OF HEALTH, London, REPORT that it ACTS * 
OHARM, one dose generally sufficient. 


Dr, GIBBON, Army Medical Stat, Calout Calcutta, states :-—“‘ two Doses COMPLETELY 
CURED > ME © or DIARRAS — 








D® 3 J. COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE rapidly outa short 


all attacks of 


E,PILEPSY, SPASMS, COLIC, 
bw PALPITATION, HYSTERIA. 
MPORTANT CAUTION .—The IMMENSE SALE of 


sworn to.- See The Times, Tuly 18th, 1864. 





D*., J. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE is the TRUE 


| ven rine to mang U UNSORUPULOUS IMITATIONS. Be 
PALLIATIVE in NEURALGIA, GOUT, GANCER, TOOTHACHE, pane! op thny RAD’ MAREK. all Chemists, 1/1 & 46. Sole 
REERUMATISM. | Manufacturer—J. T. DAVENPORT, | a Great Braseall Street, ' OE 





Londong Published by the Proprietor at 26, Uatherine Street, Strand, and Printed by Wooprau.. & Kixpem Loné Acre, W.0 
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